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PROLOGUE. 


Written  by  Mr.  Dodsley, 

HE  tragic  mufe ,  revolving  many  a  page 
Of ’Time's  long  records  drawn  from  every  age 7 
Forms  not  her  plans  on  low  or  trivial  deeds , 

But  marks  the  Jlr iking  ! — When  Jbtnc  hero  bleeds 
3  o  fave  his  country ,  then  her  powers  infpire , 

And  fouls  congenial  catch  the  patriot  fire.  ■  — -» 

When  bold  OppreJJion grinds  a  fullering  land ; 

}l%en  the  keen  dagger  gleams  in  Murder's  handy 

OO  O  ,  9 

Irff/jcn  black  Co  rtf  pi  racy  infects  the  throng  ; 

Or  fell  Revenge  fits  brooding  o'er  his  wrong  ; 

Then  walks  Jhe  forth  in  terror  ;  at  her  frown 
Guilt  Jhrinks  appall'd ,  tho*  feated  on  a  throne* 

But  the  rack'd foul  when  dark  fufpicions  rend. 

When  brothers  hate,  and  fans  with  fires  contend ; 

Wljen  clajhing  inter efis  war  eternal  wage  ; 

And  love ,  the  tender  eft  pajjion ,  turns  to  rage  ; 

Then  grief  on  every  vifage  ftands  impreft , 

And  pity  throbs  in  every  feeling  breaft  ; 

Hope,  fear,  and  indignation  rife  by  turns , 

And  the  ftrong  feene  with  various  pafiion  burns , 

Such  is  our  tale. - Nor  blujh  if  tears  jhould ftow  .* 

They're  Virtue's  tribute  paid  to  human  woe . 

Such  drops  new  luftre  to  bright  eyes  impart ; 

The  filent  witnefs  of  a  tender  heart : 

Such  drops  adorn  the  noble  ft  hero's  cheek , 

And  paint  his  worth  in  ftrokes  that  more  than [peak  : 

Not  he  who  cannot  weep ,  but  he  who  can , 

Shews  the  great  foul ,  and  proves  hhnfelf  a  man. 

Vet  do  not  idly  grieve  at  others'  pain. 

Nor  let  the  tears  of  Nature  fall  in  v  un  ; 

Watch  the  clofe  crimes  from  whence  their  ills  have  grown* 

i  ,  y  0  7 

And  from  their  frailties  learn  to  mend  your  own . 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON  Hi. 


M  E  N. 


Philip,  King  of  Mace  don, 

Perfeus ,  bis  elder  fon, 

Demetrius,  his  younger  fon, 

Pericles ,  the  friend  of  Perfeus , 
Antivonus,  a  mini  Her  of  date, 

Dj  >mas ,  the  King’s  favourite, 

Pojlbumius ,  |  £oman  AmbafTadors, 

LiUttiusy  j 


Druty-I.ane» 
Mr,  Berry. 

Mr.  Mofibp. 
Mr.  Garrick. 
Mr.  Biakes. 
Mr.  Burton. 
Mr.  Simfon. 

J  Mr.  Win  done. 
[  Mr.  Mozeen. 


WOMEN. 

Urixene ,  the  Thracian  PrinCefs,  Mrs.  Bellamy. 

Her  Attendant.  •  — •  Mifs  HippiileVs. 
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***  The  lines  dijlinguijhed  by  inverted  comas ,  ‘  thus,'  are  omitted  in  the 

representation , 


A  C  T  r. 

•  i 

Enter  Curtius  and  Poilhumius. 

Gurtius. 

THERE’s  fomething  of  magnificence  about  us 

I  have  not  ieen  at  Rome.  But  you  can  tell  me; 

[ Gazes  round » 

Poft .  True:  hither  fent  on  former  embaffies, 

Iiknow  this  fplendid  court  of  Macedon, 

And  haughty  Philip,  well. 

Cur,  His  pride  prefumes 
To  treat  us  here  like  fubjedls,  more  than  Romans, 

More  than  ambafiadors,  who,  in  our  bofoms, 

Bear  peace  and  war,  and  throw  him  which  we  pleale, 

As  jove  his  Borm,  or  funihine,.  on  his  creatures; 

Poft,  This  Philip  only,  lince  Rome’s  glory  rofe, 
Breferves  its  grandeur  to  the  name  of  King  ; 

Like  a  bold  iLr,.  that  (hews  its  fires  by  day. 

The  Greek,  who  won  the  world,  was  fent  before  him, 

As  th.e  grey  daw  n  before  the  blaze  of  noon  :* 

Philip  had  ne’er  been  conquered,  but  by  Rome*} 

And  what  can  fame  fay  more  of  mortal  man  ? 

Cur .  I  know  his  public  character. 

Pojl,  It  pains  mo 

To  turn  my  thought  on  his  domeific  Bate. 

There  Philip  is  no  god  ;  but  pours  his  heart. 

In  ceafelefs  groans,  o’er  his  contending  ions  j 
And  pays  the  fecret  tax  of  mighty  men 
To  their  mortality. 

*  A'  3  Ckr> 
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Cur.  But  whence  this  ftrife, 

Which  thus  afflidk  him  ? 

Poji.  From  this  Philip’s  bed 
Two  Alexanders  fpring. 

Cur,  And  but  one  world  ? 

’Twill  never  do. 

Poji.  They  both  are  bright  ;  but  one 
Benignly  bright,  as  liars  to  mariners ; 

And  one  a  comet,  with  malignant  blaze, 

Denouncing  ruin. 

Cur.  You  mean  Perfeus. 

Poji.  True. 

The  younger  fon  Demetrius,  you  well  know, 

Was  bred  at  Rome,  o'ur  hollage  from  his  father, 

Soon  after,  he  was  font  amballador, 

When  Philip  fear’d  the  thunder  of  our  arms. 

Rome’s  manners  won  him,  and  his  manners  Rome  j 
Who  granted  peace,  declaring  (he  forgave, 

To  his  high  worth,  the  conduct  of  his  father. 

This  gave  him  all  the  hearts  of  Macedon  ; 

Which,  join’d  to  his  high  patronage  from  Rome, 
Inflames  his  jealous  brother. 

Cur .  Glows  there  not 
A  fecond  brand  of  enmity  ? 

Poji.  O  yes ; 

The  fair  Erixene. 

Cur.  I’ve  partly  heard 
Her  (mother’d  llory. 

Poji.  Smother’d  by  the  King  ; 

And  wifely  too  :  but  thou  (halt  hear  it  all. 

Not  feas  of  adamant,  not  mountains  whelm’d 
On  guilty  fecrets,  can  exclude  the  day. 

Long  burnt  a  fix’d  hereditary  hate, 

Between  the  crowns  of  Macedon  and  Thrace  ; 

The  fword  by  both  too  much  indulg’d  in  blood, 
Philip,  at  length,  prevail’d;  betook,  by  night, 

The  town,  and  palace,  of  his  deadly  foe  ; 

Rufli’d  thro’  the  flames,  whkh  he  had  kindled  round, 
And  flew  him,  bold  in  vain  :  nor  refled  there  ; 

But,  with  unkingly  cruelty,  deftroy’d 
Two  little  fons  within  their  mother’s  arms  ; 

Thus  meaning  to  tread  out  thofe  (parks  of  war, 
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Which  might  one  day  flame  up  toftrong  revenge. 

The  Queen,  thro*  grief,  on  her  dead  ions  expir’d. 

One  child  alone  furviv’d  ;  a  female  infant, 

Amidft  thefe  horrors,  in  the  cradle  fmild. 

Cur .  What  of  that  infant  ? 

*  • 

Poji.  Stung  with  fharp  remorfe, 

The  victor  took,  and  gave  her  to  his  queen. 

The  child  was  bred,  and  honour’d  as  her  own  ; 

She  grew,  (he  bloom’d  ;  and  now  her  eyes  repay 
Her  brother  wounds,  on  Philip’s  rival  Tons. 

Cur.  Is  then  Erixene  that  Thracian  child  ? 

How  juft  the  gods  !  from  out  that  ruin’d  houfe 
He  took  a  brand,  tofet  his  own  on  fire. 

Poji.  To  give  thee,  friend,  the  whole  in  miniature  5 
This  is  the  picture  of  great  Philip’s  court : 

The  proud,  but  melancholy  King,  on  high, 

Majeflic  fits,  like  Jove,  enthron’d  in  darknefs ; 

H  is  foils  are  as  the  thunder  in  his  hand  \ 

And  the  fair  Thracian  princefs  is  a  fiar, 

That  fparkles  by,  and  gilds  the  folemn  feene. 

[Shouts  bear 

*Tis  their  great  day,  fupreme  of  all  their  year, 

The  fam’d  luflration  of  their  martial  powers ; 

Thence,  for  our  audience,  chofen  by  the  King. 

If  he  provokes  a  war,  his  empire  (hakes, 

And  all  her  lofty  glories  nod  to  ruin. 

Cur.  Who  comes  ? 

Poji.  O,  that’s  the  jealous  elder  brother  ; 

Irregular  in  manners,  as  in  form. 

Obferve  the  fire,  high  birth,  and  empire,  kindle? 

Cur.  He  holds  his  conference  with  much  emotion. 
Poji.  The  brothers  both  can  talk,  and,  in  their  turns 
Have  borne  away  the  prize  of  eloquence 
At  Athens.  Shun  his  walk  :  Our  own  debate 
Is  now  at  hand.  We’ll  feek  his  lion  fire, 

Who  dares  to  frown  on  us,  his  conquerors  ; 

And  carries  fo  much  monarch  on  his  brow, 

As  if  he’d  fright  us  with  the  wounds  we  gave  him. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Perfeus  anJ  Pericles. 

Per.  ’Tis empire!  empire!  empire!  let  that  word 
Make  lacred  all  I  do;  or  can  attempt ! 

Had 
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Had  I  been  born  a  {lave,  I  ftiould  affedt  it ; 

My  nature’s  fiery,  and,  of  courie,  afpires. 

Who  gives  an  empire,  by  the  gift  defeats 
All  end  of  giving  ;  and  procures  contempt 
Inflead  of  gratitude.  An  empire  loll:, 

Beftroy’d,  would  lefs  confound  me,  than  refign’d. 

Peri.  But  are  you  fure  Demetrius  will  attempt  ? 

Per.  Why  does  Rome  court  him  ?  For  his  virtues  ?.  No. 
To  fire  him  to  dominion  :  to  blow  up 
A  civil  war ;  then  to  fupport  him  in  it : 

He  gains  the  name  of  King,  and  Rome  the  power. 

Peri.  This  is  indeed  the  common  art  of  Rome. 

Per.  That  fource  of  juftice  thro’  the  wond’ring  world  ! 
His  youth  and  valour  fecond  Rome’s  defigns 
The  firft  impels  him  to  prefumptuous  hope; 

The  lad:  fupports  him  in  it.  Then  his  perfon  ! 

Thy  hand,.  O  Nature,  has  made  bold  with  mine 
Yet  more  ;  what  words  diftil  from  his  red  lip, 

To  gull  the  multitude  !  and  they  make  Kings. 

Ten  thoufand  fools,  knaves,  cowards,  lump’d  together*. 
Become  all  wife,  all  righteous,  and  almighty. 

Nor  is  this  all :  the  foolifh  Thracian  maid 
Prefers  the  boy  to  me. 

Peri.  And  does  that  pain  you.? 

Per.  O  Pericles,  to  death.  It  is  moll  true-, 

Thro’  hate  to  him,  and  not  thro’  love  for  her, 

X  paid  my  firft  addrefles  ;  but  became 
The  fool  I  feign’d:,  myfighs  are  now  fincere. 

It  {marts ;  it  burns  :  O  that  ’twere  fiction  ftill ! 

By  Heaven,  file  feems  more  beauteous  than  dominions! 

Peri.  Dominion,  and  the  princefs,  both  are  loft, 

Unlefs  you  gain  the  King. 

Per.  But  how  to  gain  him  ? 

Old  men  love  novelties ;  the  laft  arriv’d 

Still  pleafes  beft  ;  the  youngeft  deals  their  fmiles. 

Peri.  Dymas  alone  can  work  him  to  his  pleafure  ;. 

Firft  in  efteem,  and  keeper  of  his  heart. 

Pei-.  To  Dymas  thou;  and  win  him  to  thy  will. 

In.  the  mean  time,  I’ll  feek  my  double  rival ; 

Curb  his  preemption,  andere<5t  myfelf, 

In  all  the  dignity  of  birth  before  him. 

Whate’ercan  dir  the. blood,  or  fway  the  mind,. 

Is 
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It  now  at  {lake  ;  and  double  is  the  lofs, 

When  an  inferior  bears  away  the  prize. 

Peri,  Your  brother,  drefs’d  for  the  folemnity. 

Per.  To  Dymas  fly  !  gain  him,  and  think  on  this : 

A  prince  indebted,  is  a  fortune  made.  [Exit  Per* 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Dem.  How,  brother  !  unattir’d  !  Have  you  forgot 
W  hat  pomps  are  due  to  this  illuftrious  day  ? 

Per.  I  am  no  gew-gaw,  for  the  throne  to  gaze  at : 
Some  are  defign’d  by  nature  but  for  fhew  ; 

The  tinfel  arid  the  feather  of  mankind. 

Dctn.  Brother,  of  that  no  more  :  for  fhame,  gjrdon 
Your  glitt’iing  arms,  and  look  like  any  Roman. 

Per.  No,  brother,  let  the  Romans  look  like  me, 

If  they’re  ambitious. — But,  I  pr’ythee,  hand; 

Let  me  gaze  on  thee  : - No  inglorious  figure  ! 

More  Romano ,  as  it  ought  to  be. 

But  what  is  this  that  dazzles  my  weak  fight  ? 

There’s  funlhine  in  thy  beaver. 

Dem.  ’Tis  that  helmet 
Which  Alexander  wore  at  Granicus. 

Per.  When  he  fubdu’d  the  world  ?  Ha  !  is’t  not  fo  ? 
What  world  haft  thou  fubdu’d  ?  O  yes,  the  fair. 

Think’ft  thou  there  could  in  Macedon  be  found 
No  brow  might  fuit  that  golden  blaze,  but  thine? 

Dem.  I  wore  it  but  to  grace  this  facred  day  : 

Jar  not  for  trifles. 

Per.  Nothing  is  a  trifle 
That  argues  the  prefumptionof  the  foul. 

Dem.  ’Tis  they  prefume  who  know  not  to  deferve. 

Per.  Or  who,  deferving,  fcorn  fuperior  merit. 

Dem.  W7ho  combats  with  a  brother,  wounds  himfelf  i 
Wave  private  wrath,  and  rufti  upon  the  foes 
Of  Macedonia. 

Per.  No  ;  I  would  not  wound 
Demetrius’  friends. 

Dem.  Demetrius’  friends  1 
Per.  The  Romans. 

You  copy  Hannibal,  our  great  ally  : 

Say,  at  what  altar  was  you  fworn  their  foe? 
Peace-making  brother  !  Wherefore  bring  you  peace, 

But 
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But  to  prevent  my  glory  from  the  field  ? 

The  peace  you  bring,  was  meant  as  war  to  me. 

Dem.  Perfeus,  be  bold  when  danger’s  all  your  own  r 
War  now,  were  war  with  Philip  more  than  Rome. 

Per.  Come,  you  love  peace ;  that  fair  cheek  hates  a 
fear. 

You  that  admire  the  Romans,  break  the  bridge 
With  Codes,  or  with  Curtius  leap  the  gulph  ; 

And  league  not  with  the  vices  of  our  foes. 

Dem .  What  vices? 

Per.  With  their  women,  and  their  wits. 

Your  idol  Radius,  Laelius  the  polite. 

1  hear.  Sir,  you  take  wing,  and  mount  in  metre. 
Terence  has  own’d  your  aid,  your  comrade  Terence, 
God-like  ambition  !  Terence  there,  the  flave  ! 

Drm.  At  Athens  bfed,  and  to  the  arts  a  foe  ? 

Per ,  At  Athens  bred,  and  borrow  arts  from  Rome  ? 
Dem.  Brother,  I’ve  done  :  let  our  contention  ceafe  ; 
Our  mother  fliudders  at  it  in  her  grave. 

And  how  has  Philip  mourn’d  ?  a  dreadful  foe, 

And  awful  King  ;  but  O,  the  tend’refl  parent 
That  ever  wept  in  fondnefs  o’er  a  child  ! 

Per .  Why,  ay,  go  tell  your  father  ;  fondly  throw 
Your  arms  around  him  ;  flroke  him  to  your  purpofe. 

As  you  are  wont;  I  boaft  notfo  much  worth  ; 

I  am  no  picture,  by  the  dealing  eye 
To  be  furvey’d,  and  hung  about  his  neck. 

I  fight  his  battles ;  that’s  all  I  can  do. 

But  if  you  boaft  a  piety  fincere  ; 

One  way  you  may  fecure  your  father’s  peace  ; 

And  one  alone — refign  Erixene. 

Dem.  You  flatter  me,  to  think  her  in  my  power. 

We  run  our  fates  together  ;  you  deferve, 

And  (lie  can  judge  ;  proceed  we  then  like  friends, 

And  he  who  gains  her  heart,  and  gains  it  fairly, 

Let  him  enjoy  his  gen’rous  rival’s  too. 

Per.  Smooth-fpeaking,  unfincere,  infulting  boy  ! 

Is  then  my  crown  ufurp’d  but  half  thy  crime  ? 

Defifl  ;  or  by  the  gods  that  fmile  on  blood  ! 

Not  thy  fine  form,  nor  yet  thy  boafted  peace. 

Nor  patronizing  Rome,  nor  Philip’s  tears, 

Nor  Alexander’s  helmet ;  no,  nor  more* 

His  radiant  form,  Ihould  it  alight  in  thunder* 
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And  fpread  its  new  divinity  between  us, 

Should  lave  a  brother  from  a  brother’s  fury.  [Exit, 
Deni.  How’s  this  ?  the  waves  ne’er  ran  thus  high  before. 
Refign  thee  !  yes,  Erixene,  with  life. 

Thou  in  vvhofe  eyes,  fo  model!,  and  fo  bright. 

Love  ever  wakes,  and  keeps  a  veftal  fire. 

Ne’er  (hall  I  wean  my  fond,  fond  heart  from  thee. 

But  Pei  feus  warns  me  to  roufe  all  my  powers. 

As  yet  I  float  in  dark  uncertainty  ; 

For  tho’  the  ftniles,  I  found  not  her  defigns: 

I’ll  fly,  fall,  tremble,  weep  upon  her  feet ; 

And  learn  (O  all  ye  gods  !)  my  final  doom  ! 

My  father  !  ha  !  and  on  his  brow  deep  thought, 

And  pale  concern  !  Kind  Heav’n  afliiage  his  forrows, 
Which  ftrike  a  damp  thro’  all  my  flames  of  love.  [  Exit, 
Enter  King  and  Antigonus. 

1  King.  Kings  of  their  envy  cheat  a  foolifh  world  : 

*  Fate  gives  us  all  in  fpite,  that  we  alone 

*  Might  have  the  pain  of  knowing  all  is  nothing, 

‘  The  feeming  means  of  blifs  but  heighten  woe, 

c  When  impotent  to  make  their  promife  good  : 

‘  Hence,  kings,  at  leaft,  bid  faireft  to  be  wretched.* 
Ant .  True,  Sir ;  ’tis  empty,  or  tormenting,  all, 

The  days  of  life  are  (iflers ;  all  alike. 

None  juft  the  fame  ;  which  ferves  to  fool  us  on 
Thro*  blafted  hopes,  with  change  of  fallacy  : 

While  joy  is  like  to-morrow,  (till  to  come  ; 

Nor  ends  the  fruitlefs  chace  but  in  the  grave. 

King .  Ay,  there,  Antigonus,  this  pain  will  ceafe, 

*  Which  meets  me  at  my  banquet  ;  haunts  my  pillow  ; 

‘  Nor,  by  the  din  of  arms,  is  frighted  from  me.’ 
Confcience,  what  art  thou  ?  thou  tremendous  power  ! 
Who  doft  inhabit  us  without  our  leave  ; 

And  art,  within  ourfelves,  another  felf, 

A  mafler  felf,  that  loves  to  domineer 
And  treat  the  monarch  fiankly  as  the  flave. 

How  doll;  thou  light  a  torch  to  diftant  deeds? 

Make  the  pad,  prefent ;  and  the  future  frown  ? 

Ho  w,  ever  and  anon,  awake  the  foul, 

As  with  a  peal  of  thunder,  to  flrange  horrors, 

In  this  long  refllefs  dream,  which  idiots  hug, 

Nay4  wife  men  flatter  with  the  name  of  life  ? 
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Ant.  You  think  too  much. 

King.  I  do  not  think  at  all  : 

The  gods  impofe,  the  gods  inflidl,  my  thoughts, 

And  paint  my  dreams  with  images  of  dread. 

Lad  night,  in  deep,  I  faw  the  Thracian  queen, 

And  her  two  murder’d  Tons.  She  frown’d  upon  me, 

And  pointed  at  their  wounds.  Flow  throbb’d  my  heart  I 
How  Ihook.  my  couch  !  and  when  the  morning  came. 

The  formidable  p'udure  dill  fubfided, 

And  dowdy  vanish’d  from  my  waking  eye. 

I  fearfome  heavy  vengeance  hangs  in  air. 

And  confcious  deities  infufe  thefe  thoughts. 

To  warn  my  foul  of  her  approaching  doom. 

The  gods  are  rigid  when  they  weigh  luch  deeds 
As  fpeak  a  ruthlefs  heart;  they  meafure blood 
By  drops  ;  and  bate  not  one  in  the  repay. 

Could  infants  hurt  me  ?  ’Twas  not  like  a  king. 

Ant .  My  Lord,  I  do  confefs  the  gods  are  with  us ; 
Stand. at  our  fide  inev’ry  adt  of  life  ; 

And  on  our  pillow  watch  each  fecret  thought ; 

Nay,  fee  it  in  its  embryo,  yet  unborn. 

But  their  wrath  ceafes  on  remorfe  for  guilt ; 

And  w'ell  I  know  your  forrows  touch  your  fons  ; 

Nor  is  it  poldble  but  time  mud  quench 
Their  darning  fpirits,  in  a  father’s  tears. 

King.  Vain  comfort !  I  this  moment  overheard 
My  jarring  fons  with  fury  (hake  my  walls. 

Ah  1  why  my  curfe  from  thofe  who  ought  to  blefs  me  ? 
The  queen  of  Thrace  can  anfwer  that  fad  quedion. 

She  had  two  Ions  ;  but  two:  and  fo  have  I. 

Misfortune  dands  with  her  bow  ever  bent 
Over  the  world  ;  and  he  who  wounds  another, 

Diredls  the  goddefs  by  that  part  he  wounds, 

Where  to  drike  deep  her  arrow's  in  himfelf. 

Ant.  I  own,  I  think  it  time  your  fons  receive 
A  father’s  awful  counfel  ;  or,  while  here, 

Now  weary  nature  calls  for  kind  repofe. 

Your  curtains  will  be  fliaken  with  their  broils  ; 

And,  when  you  die,  fons’  blood  t.nay  dain  your  tomb. 

But  other  cares  demand  you  now  :  the  Romans. 

King.  O  change  of  pain  !  the  Romans  ?  Peridi  Rome  ! 
Thrice  happy  -they  who  deep  in  humble  life, 

2  Be- 
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Beneath  the  llorm  ambition  blows.  ’Tis  meet 
'The  great  fhould  have  the  fame  of  happinefs, 

The  confolation  of  a  little  envy  ; 

5  Tis  all  their  pay,  for  thofe  fuperior  cares, 

Thofe  pangs  of  heart,  their  vaflals  ne’er  can  feel. 

Where  are  thefe  Grangers  ?  Firfl  I’ll  hear  their  tale  ; 
Then  talk  in  private  with  my  Tons. 

Ant.  Bat  how 

Intends  my  Lord  to  make  his  peace  with  Rome  ? 

King.  Rome  calls  me  fiery  :  let  her  find  mefo. 

Ant.Q,  Sir,  forbear!  Too  late  you  felt  Rome’s  power.1- 
King .  Yes,  and  that  reafon  flings  me  more  than  ever  ; 
To  curfe,  and  hate,  and  hazard  all  againfl  her. 

Ant.  Hate  her  too  much  to  give  her  battle  now  ; 

Nor  to  your  god-like  valour  owe  your  ruin. 

Greece,  Thelialy,  Jllyrium,  Rome  has  feiz’d ; 

Your  treafures  waited,  and  your  phalanx  thinn’d  ; 

Should  file  proceed,  and  flrike  at  Macedon, 

What  would  be  left  of  empire  ? 

King.  Philip  :  all. 

I’ll  take  my  throne.  Send  in  thefe  foreigners. 

SCENE  draws,  and  difcovcrs  a  magnificent  Throne ,  Per¬ 
fects,  Demetrius,  Courtiers ,  &c.  attending.  Polthumius 
and  Currius,  the  Rotnan  AmhaJJadors ,  enter.  Trumpets 
found.  The  King  afeends  the  Throne. 

Pofi.  Philip  of  Macedon,  to  thofe  complaints 
Our  friends  groan  out,  and  you  have  heard  at  large, 

Rome  now  ex  pedis  an  anfwer.  She  fits  judge, 

And  will  have  right  on  earth. 

King.  Ex  pedis  an  anfwer  ! 

I  fo  fiiall  anfwer,  as  becomes  a  king. 

Pofi.  Or  more,  Sir  ;  as  becomes  a  friend  of  Rome. 
King.  Or  Alexander’s  heir,  to  rife  Hill  higher. 

But  to  the  purpofe.  Thus  a  king  to  thofe 

That  would  make  kings,  and  puff  them  out  at  pleafure: 

Has  Philip  done  amifs  ?  ’Twas  you  provok’d  him. 

My  cities,  which  deferted  in  my  wars, 

I  thought  it  meet  to  punifh  :  you  deny’d  me. 

When  I  had  fliook  the  walls  of  Marena, 

You  pluck’d  me  thence,  and  took  the  taken  town* 
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Then  you  fent  word  I  fhould  retire  from  Greece, 

A  conquefl  at  my  door,  by  nature  mine  ; 

And  {'aid,  Here  end  thy  realm  ;  as  ye  were  gods  ! 

And  gods  ye  fhall  be,  ere  Rome  humbles  me. 

All  this  is  done;  yet  Philip  is  your  triend  ! 

If  this  buys  friendthip,  where  can  ye  find  foes  ? 

In  what  regard  will  hern  Rome  look  upon  me  ? 

If  as  a  friend  ;  too  precious  let  her  hold 
Her  own  elleem,  to  call  a  Aain  on  mine  : 

If  as  an  enemy,  let  her  proceed, 

And  do  as  the  has  done  ;  the  needs  no  more. 

Poji.  The  Romans  do  no  wrong  ;  yet  hill  are  men  : 
And  if  to-day  an  error  thwarts  their  purpofe, 

To-morrow  fets  it  right.  If  Philip  loves 
Dominion,  and  the  pride  that  waits  on  kings, 

(Of  which,  perhaps,  his  words  tooftrongly  favour) 
Humility  to  Rome  will  lead  him  to  it. 

She  can  give  more  than  common  kings  can  govern. 

King,  Than  common  kings  ?  Ambaflador  !  Remember 
Cannae — Where  firfl  my  fword  was  fiufh’d  with  blood. — 
Dc?n.  My  Lord,  forbear.  \_AJide  to  the  King. 

King .  And  Planoibal  hill  lives. 

Poji.  Becaufe  he  fled  at  Capua. 

King.  There,  indeed, 

I  was  not  with  him. 

Poji.  Therefore  he  fled  alone — 

Since  thus  you  treat  us,  hear  another  charge. 

Why  here  detain  you,  prifoner  of  your  power. 

His  daughter,  who  was  once  Rome’s  good  ally. 

The  king  of  Thrace  ?  Why  is  lhe  not  reftor’d  ? 

For  our  next  meeting  you’ll  provide  an  anfwer. 

What  now  has  paft,  for  his  fake,  we  forgive. 

[Pointing  to  Demetrius. 

But  mark  this  well :  there  lies  fome  little  diftance, 

Philip,  between  a  Roman  and  a  king.  [Exeunt  Romans, 
King.  How  fay’d,  unfeepter’d  boafter  !  This  to  me  1 
With  Hannibal  I  cleft  yon  Alpine  rocks  ; 

With  Hannibal  choak’d  Thrafymene  with  daughter : 
But,  O  the  night  of  Cannae’s  raging  field  ! 

When  half  the  Roman  fenate  lay  in  blood 

Without  our  tent,  and  groan’d  as  we  carous’d  ! 
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Immortal  gods  !  for  fuch  another  hour  ! 

Then  throw  my  carcafe  to  the  dogs  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Sir,  you  forget  your  fons. 

King.  Let  all  withdraw. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  King  and  his  Sens* 
Two  pafiions  only  take  up  all  my  l'oul ; 

Hatred  to  Rome,  and  tendernels  for  them. 

Draw  near,  my  fons,  andliften  to  my  age. 

By  what  has  pall,  you  fee  the  Hate  of  things. 

Foreign  alliance  mull  a  king  fecure  ; 

And  inldlence  fullain  tofervehis  power. 

And  if  alliances  with  Rome  are  needful, 

Much  more  among  ourfelves.  If  I  mull  bear, 

Unmov’d,  an  infult  from  a  ftranger’s  brow, 

Shall  not  a  brother  bear  a  brother’s  look 
Without  impatience  ?  Whither  all  this  tends, 

I’m  forry  that  your  confcious  hearts  can  tell  you  ; 

Is  it  not  moll  fevere  ?  Two  fons  alone 

Have  crown’d  my  bed  ;  and  they  two  are  not  brothers* 

Look  here,  and,  from  my  kind  regards  to  you, 

Copy  fuch  looks  as  you  lhould  bear  each  other. 

Why  do  I  figh  ?  Do  you  not  know,  my  fons  ? 

And  if  you  do — O  let  me  figh  no  more  ! 

JLet  thefe  white  hairs  put  in  a  claim  to  peace  ! 

Per.  Henceforth,  my  foie  contention  with  my  brother 
Is  this  ;  which  bell  obeys  our  father’s  will. 

Deni.  Father,  if  fimple  Nature  everfpeak9 
In  her  own  language,  fcorning  ufelefs  words, 

You  fee  her  now  ;  (lie  fwells  into  my  eyes. 

I  take  thee  to  my  heart :  I  fold  thee  in  it. 

[. Embracing  Perfeus. 

Our  father  bids  ;  and  that  we  drank  one  milk, 

Is  now  the  fmallell  motive  of  my  love. 

King.  Antigonus,  the  joy  their  mother  felt 
When  they  were  born,  was  faint  to  what  I  feel. 

Dcm .  See,  brother,  if  he  does  not  weep  !  His  love 
Runs  o’er  in  venerable  tears.  I’m  rude ; 

But  nature  will  prevail — My  king  !  My  father  ! 

Per.  Now  cannot  I  let  fall  a  fingle  tear.  [  AJide • 

King .  See  !  the  good  man  has  caught  it  too. 

Ant.  Such  tears, 

And  fuch  alone,  be  Hied  in  Macedonia  ! 

B  z  King* 
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King.  Be  not  thou,  Perfeus,  jealous  of  thy  brother  ; 
Nor  thou,  Demetrius,  prone  to  give  him  caufe  ; 

Nor  either  think  of  empire  till  I’m  dead. 

You  need  not ;  you  reign  now  ;  my  heart  is  yours. 
Sheath  your  refentments  in  your  father’s  peace  ; 

Come  to  my  bofom  both,  and  fwear  it  there. 

[Embracing  bis  Sons* 
.Ant.  Look  down,  ye  gods,  and  change  me,  it  you  can, 
This  fight  for  one  more  lovely.  What  fo  fweet, 

So  beautiful,  on  earth,  and,  ah  !  fo  rare, 

As  kindred  love,  and  family  repufe  ? 

This,  this  alliance,  Rome,  will  quite  undo  thee. 

See  this,  proud  Eaftern  monarchs  !  and  look  pale  ! 
Armies  are  routed,  realms  o’er-run  by  this. 

King.  Or  if  leagu’d  worlds  fuperior  forces  bring, 

I’d  rather  die'  a  father  than  a  king. 

Fathers  alone,  a  father’s  heart  can  know  ; 

What  fecret  tides  of  if  ill  enjoyment  flow, 

When  brothers  love:  but  if  their  hate  fucceeds, 

They  wage  the  war  ;  but  ’tis  the  father  bleeds. 

[Exeunt. 

End  of  the  First  Act. 


ACT  II. 

Enter  Perfeus. 

Perseus. 

WHY  loiters  my  ambafladorto  Dymas  ? 

His  greatnefs  will  not  fure  prefume  to  fsorn 
A  triend  Tip  offer’d  from  an  heir  of  empire. 

But  Pericles  returns. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Is  Dymas  ours  ? 

Per .  He’s  cautious,  Sir  ;  he’s  fub tie  ;  he’s  a  courtier. 
Dymas  is  now  for  you,  now  for  your  brother  ; 

For  both,  and  neither  :  he’s  a  fummer-infebt,  > 

And  loves  the  funfliine  :  on  his  gilded  wings, 

While  the  feales  waver,  he’ll  fly  doubtful  round  vou  ; 
And  ling  his  flatteries  to  both  alike  ; 

The 
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The  fcales  once  fix’d,  he’ll  fettle  on  the  winner, 

Andfwearhis  pray’rs  drew  down  the  victory - - 

But  what  fuccefs  had  you,  Sir,  with  your  brother? 

Pcrf.  All,  all  my  hopes  are  at  the  point  of  death  ! 

The  boy  triumphant  keeps  his  hold  in  love : 

He’s  ever  warbling  nonfenfein  her  ear, 

With  all  th’  intoxication  of  fuccefs. 

Darknefs  indoles  me  ;  nor  fee  I  light 
From  any  quarter  dawn,  but  from  his  death. 

Per.  Why  ftart  at  his  death,  who  refolves  on  yours  ? 
Pcrf.  Refolves  on  mine  ! 

Per.  Have  you  not  mark’d  the  princefs  ? 

You  have  :  wi  h  what  a  beam  of  majefty 
Her  eye  ilrikes  facredawe  !  It  fpeaks  her  mind 
Exalted,  as  it  is.  Whom  loves  file  then? 

Demetrius  ?  No  ;  Rome’s  darling  ;  who,  no  doubt. 
Dares  court  her  with  your  empire.  And  fhall  Perfeus 
Survive  that  lofs — Thus  he  refolves  your  death. 

Per f.  Moll  true.  What  crime  then  to  ilrike  firil  ?  But" 
Or  when  ?  or  where  ?  O  Pericles !  aHifh  me.  [how  ? 
Per.  ’Tis  dangerous. 

Perf.  The  fitter  for  me. 

Per.  Wrait  an  occafion  that  befriends  your  willies,. 

Pcrf.  Go,  fool,  and  teach  a  catarad  to  creep  ! 

Can  third  of  empire,  vengeance,  beauty,  wait  ? 

Per.  In  the  mean  time,  accept  a  ftratagem 
That  mull  fecure  your  empire,  or  your  love. 

Your  brother’s  Roman  friendfhips  gall  no  lefs 
The  King,  than  you  :  he  dreads  their  confequence, 

Dymas  hates  Rome  ;  and  Dymas  has  a  daughter. 

How  can  the  King  fo  poweriully  fix 
Demetrius’  faith,  as  by  his  marriage  there  ? 

For  Dymas,  thus,  Rome’s. (worn,  eternal  foe, 

Becomes  a  fpy  upon  his  private  life. 

And  furety  tor  his  conduct. 

Pcrf.  I' rue — but  thus- 
Our  art  defeats  itfelf.  My  brother  gains 
The  favourite,  andfo  ilrengthens  in  his  treafon. 

Per.  Think  you,  he’d  wed  her?  No;  the  Princefs* 
Makes  no  fuch  fhort-liv’d  conquefi.  He’ll  refufe,  [eye 
And  thus  effedt  what  I  have  if  rove  in  vain  :  .  - 

Yes,  he’ll  refufe  ;  and  Dymas,  in  his  wrath, 
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Will  lift  for  us,  and  vengeance — Then  the  King 
Will  doubtlefs,  much  relent  his  Ton’s  refufal ;  " 

And  thus  vve  kindle  the  whole  court  againft  him. 

Per/.  My  precious  friend,  I  thank  thee.  I  take  wing" 
On  ardent  hope  :  I  think  it  cannot  fail. 

Go,  make  thv  court  to  Dymas  with  this  fcheme  : 

Begone — Erixene  ! — I’ll  feed  her  pride  [ Looking  out • 
Once  more,  but  not  expend  my  breath  in  vain. 

This  meeting  ftamps  unalterable  fate, 

I  will  wed  her,  or  vengeance. 

Enter  Erixene  and  Delia. 

O,  Erixene  ! 

O,  Princefs  !  colder  than  your  Thracian  fnows  ! 

See  Perfeus,  who  ne’er  ftoop’d  but  to  the  gods, 

Proftrate  before  you.  Fame,  and  empire  fue. 

Why  have  I  conquer’d  ? — Becaufe  you  are  fair. 

What’s  empire —  but  a  title  to  adore  you. 

Why  do  I  number  in  my  lineage  high 

Heroes  and  gods? — That  you,  l'carce  lefs  divine, 

Without  a  b!ufh  may  liften  to  my  vows. 

My  anceftor  lubdu’d  the  world.  I  dare 
Beyond  his  pride,  and  grafp  at  more,  in  you. 

Obdurate  maid  !  or  turn,  or  I  expire. 

Erix.  If  love,  my  Lord,  is  choice,  who  loves  in  vain 
Should  blame  himfelf  alone  ;  and  if  ’tis  fate, 

”Tis  fate  in  all  :  Why  then  your  blame  on  me  ? 

My  crown’s  precarious,  thro’  the  chance  of  war; 

But  lure  my  heart’s  my  own.  Each  villager 
Is  queen  of  her  affections,  and  can  vent 
Her  arbitrary  lighs  where  -  e’er  fhe  pleafes. 

Shall  then  the  daughter  of  a  race  of  kings - 

Per .  Madam,  you  juftly  blame  the  chance  of  war  : 

The  gods  have  been  unkind  ;  I  am  not  fo. 

No!  Perfeus  comes  to  counter-balance  fate. 

Thrace  ne’er  was  conquer’d — if  you  fmile  on  me* 

Silent !  obdurate  ftill  !  as  cold  as  death  ! 

But  ’tis  Demetrius - 

Erix .  Prince,  I  take  your  meaning. 

But,  if  you  truly  think  his  worth  prevail, 

How  ft  range  is  your  requeft  ! 

Per/.  No,  Madam,  no  ; 

Tho’  love  has  hurt  my  mind ,  I  ftill  can  judge 
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What  fprings  controul  the  paflions  of-  the  great. 

Ambition  is  firib  minifter  of  Hate  ; 

Love’s  but  a  lecond  in  the  cabinet : 

Nor  can  he  feather  there  his  unfledg’d  fliaft 
But  from  Ambition’s  wing  :  but  you  conceive 
More  languine  hopes,  from  him  whom  Rome ftipport?. 
Than  me.  You  view  Demetrius  on  my  throne  ; 

And  thence  he  {bines  indeed,  his  charms  from  thence 
Tran fpierce  you  foul,  enamour’d  of  dominion. 

Erix.  Why  now  you  lhew  me  your  profound  efteem  ! 
Demetrius’  guilt  alone  has  charms  for  me  ; 

’Tis  not  the  prince,  but  traitor  wins  my  love. 

Such  infulrs  are  not  brook’d  by  royal  minds. 

Howe’er  their  fortunes  ebb  ;  and  tho’  I  moufr?# 

An  orphan,  and  a  captive,  gods  there  are - * 

Fear  then  an  orphan’s  and  a  captive’s  wrong. 

Perf  Your  cruel  treatment  of  my  paffion - - 

But  I’ll  not  talk. — This,  Madam  ;  only  this - - 

Think  not  the  caufe,  the  curfed  caufe  of  all, 

Shall  laugh  fecure,  and  triumph  in  my  pangs. 

No  ;  by  the  torments  of  an  heart  on  fire, 

She  gluts  my  vengeance,  who  defrauds  my  love  !  [Exit* 
Erix *  What  have  I  done  ?  In  what  a  whirlwind  rage 
Has  fnatch’d  him  hence  on  ill  ?  I  frown  on  Perfeus 
And  kill  Demetrius. 

Delia,  Madam,  fee  the  Prince. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Erix.  Ah,  Prince  !  the  temped:,  which  fo  long  has 
Is  now  full  ripe,  and  burfling  o’er  your  head.  [lour’d. 
This  moment  Perleus’ malice  flam’d  before  me; 
Victorious  rage  broke  thro’  his  wonted  guard, 

And  menac’d  loud  your  ruin.  Fly,  O  fly  ! 

This  inrtant. 

j Dcm.  To  what  refuge  ? 

Erix .  Rome  extends 

Her  longing  arms  to  clafp  you  for  her  own. 

Dew.  Madam,  ’tis  prudent  ;  I  confefs  it  is  *. 

But  is  it  loving  as  true  lovers  ought, 

To  be  fo  very  prudent  in  our  love  ? 

I  boaft  not  fo  much  vvifdom  :  I  prefer 

Death  at  your  feet,  before  the  world  without  yon. 

Erix* 
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Erix,  In  danger  thus  extreme - 

Dem.  Oh  !  mod  belov’d  ! 

Lov’d  you  like  me,  like  me  you  would  difceri* 

That  I  but  execute  my  brother’s  purpofe 
By  fuch  a  flight.  At  that  his  clamour,  rage, 

And  menace  aim  :  to  chafe  a  rival  hence. 

And  keep  the  field  alone.  Oh  !  fha  11  I  Leave  him 
To  gaze  whole  days  ;  to  learn  to  read  your  eye  ; 

To  ftudy  your  delights,  to  chide  the  wind’s 
Too  rude  approach  ;  to  bid  the  ground  be  fmooth  ; 

To  follow,  like  your  fliadow,.  wheieyou  go  ; 

Tread  in  your  Heps.*  perhaps — to  touch  your  hand  I 
O  death  !  to  mini  Her  in  little  things ; 

From  half  a  glance  to  prophefy  your  will, 

And  do  it,  ere  well  form’d  in  your  own  mind  1 

Gods  !  Gods !  while  worlds  divide  me  from  my  princefs,. 

That,  fhould  (lie  call,  Demetrius  might  grow  old, 

Ere  he  could  reach  her  feet. 

Erix.  If  Perfeus’ love 

Pains  you,  it  pains  me  more.  Is  your  heart  griev’d  ? 

Mine  is  tormented  :  but  fince  Philip’s  felf 

Is  love’s  great  advocate,  a  flat  refufal 

But  blows  their  rage,  and  haflens  your  deflru£Iion» 

Had  I  not  that  to  tear  !  were  you  fecure  ! 

I’d  eafe  my  bofom  of  its  full  difdain, 

And  dafh  this  bold  prelumer  on  his  birth. 

But,  fee  !  the  grand-  prccelfion. 

Dem.  We  muit  join  it. 

Eater  the  King,  Perfeus,  Romans,  Antigomts, 

King.  Let  the  proceflion  halt  !  and  here  be  paid, 

Before  yon  flaming  altar,  thanks  to  Heav*n, 

That  brings  us  lafe  to  this  aufpicious  day  ! 

The  great  luftrationof  our  martial  powers, 

Which  from  its  diftant  birth  to  prefent  time 
Unfolds  the  glories  of  this  antient  empire, 

And  throngs  the  pride  of  ages  in  an  hour. 

Poji.  What  figure’s  that, O  Philip!  which  precedes? 

[P  dating* 

King.  The  founder  of  our  empire,  furious  fon 
Of  great  Alcides.  We’re  ally ’d  to  Heaven; 

And  you,  I  think,  call  Romulus  a  god,— 

That, 


That,  Philip,  fecond  of  our  name  ;  and  here, 

O  bend  with  awe  to  him,  whofe  red  right  hand 
Hurl’d  proud  Darius  like  a  ftar  from  Heaven, 

With  leffer  lights  around  him,  flaming  down. 

And  bid  the  laurel’d  fens  of  Macedonia 
Drink  their  own  Ganges. 

Perf.  Give  him  his  helmet,  brother.  [Afdc  to  Dem. 
King.  You  lead  the  troops  that  join  in  mock  encounter: 
And  in  no  other  may  you  ever  meet !  [To  bis  fans * 

But  march  one  way,  and  drive  the  world  before  you. 

The  vidtor,  as  our  antient  rites  decree, 

Muff  hold  a  feaft,  and  triumph  in  the  bowl. 

Dem.  I  long,  my  Lord,  to  fee  the  charge  begin  : 

The  brandifh’d  faulchion,  and  the  clafhing  helm, 

Tho*  but  infport ;  it  is  a  fport  for  men. 

Raw  Alexander  thus  began  his  fame, 

And  overthrew  Darius,  firfl,  at  home. 

We’ll  pradlife  o’er  the  plans  of  future  ccnquefls, 

While  neighb’ring  nations  tremble  at  our  play  ; 

And  own  the  fault  in  Fortune,  not  in  us, 

That  we  but  want  a  foe  to  be  immortal. 

Perf.  You  have  fupply’d  my  wants :  I  thank  you,  bro* 
ther. 

King.  [Rifing  and  coming  forwards.  Mnf.c,  ]  How  vain, 
all  outward  efforts  to  fupply 
The  foul  with  jov  !  The  noon-tide  fun  is  dark, 

And  muiic  difeord,  when  the  heart  is  low  : 

Avert  its  omen  !  what  a  damp  hangs  on  me  ! 

Thefe  fprightly,  tuneful  airs  but  fkim  along 
The  furface  of  my  foul,  not  enter  there  : 

She  does  not  dance  to  this  inchanting  found. 

Plow,  like  a  broken  inftrumen't,  beneath 
The  ikilful  touch,  inyjoylefs  heart  lies  dead  ! 

Nor  anfwers  to  the  mailer’s  hand  divine  ! 

Antig.  When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  fickly  joys 
Fall  off  apace,  as  yellow  leaves  from  trees, 

At  ev’ry  little  breath  misfortune  blows ; 

Till,  left  quite  naked  of  their  happinefs, 

In  the  chill  blafls  of  winter  they  expire. 

This  is  the  common  lot.  Have  comfort  then  : 

Your  grief  will  damp  the  triumph. 

King .  It  is  over. 

Hear  too  ;  the  trumpet  calls  us  to  the  field, 
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And  now  this  phantom  of  a  fight  begins. 

Fair  Princefs,  you  and  I  will  go  together, 

As  Priam  and  bright  Helen  did  of  old, 

To  view  the  war.  Your  eyes  will  make  them  bolder, 

And  raife  the  price  of  victory  itfelf. 

[All go  out  but  Perfeus,  who  has  obferved  Demetrius  and 
Erixene  all  this  time  converjing ,  and flays  behind  thought¬ 
ful  and  dijlurbed. 

Perf.  Before  my  face  (he  feeds  him  with  her  fmiles  : 

The  King  looks  on,  nor  difapproves  the  crime  j 
And  the  boy  takes  them  as  not  due  to  me. 

Without  remorfe  as  happy  as  file’ll  make  him. 

Perilh  all  three  !  I’ll  leek  allies  elfewhere  ; 

Father  and  brother,  nay,  a  mittrefstoo. 

Deflrudtion,  rife  !  Though  thou  art  black,  as  Night* 

Thy  mother,  and  as  hideous  as  Defpair  ; 

I’ll  clafp  thee  thus,  nor  think  of  woman  more. 

Flow  the  boy  doats,  and  drinks  in  at  his  eyes 
Her  poifon  !  O  to  ftab  him  in  her  arms  ! 

And  yet  do  lei's  than  they  have  done  to  me. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Per.  Where  is  my  prince  ?  The  nation’s  on  the  wing* 
Nobofom  but  exults  ;  no  hand  but  bears 

A  garland  ora  trophy  :  and  lliall  Perfeus - - 

Perf.  Vengeance  ! 

Per.  Hear  how  with  fliouts  they  rend  the  Ikies  ! 

[Shout  within* 

Perf.  Give  me  my  vengeance  ! 

Per.  Forty  thoui'and  men, 

In  polifli’d armour,  (bine  againft  the  fun. 

Perf.  Dare  but  another  word,  and  not  of  vengeance. 

And  I  will  ule  thee,  as  I  would — my  brother. 

Per.  Vengeance!  on  whom  ? 

Perf.  On  him. 

Per.  What  vengeance  ? 

Perf.  Blood. 

Per.  ’Tis  yours. 

Perf.  What  god  will  give  it  me  ? 

Per.  Your  own  right-hand. 

Perf.  I  dare  not — for  my  father. 

Per .  You  (hall  dare. 

iv/; 
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Per/.  Shalt  thou  dare  give  encouragement  to  Perfeus  ? 
Untold  thy  purpofe  ;  I’il  outlhoot  the  mark. 

Perk  Where  are  you  going  ? 

Per/  To  rhe  mock  encounter. 

Per.  What  more  like  mock  encounter  than  the  true  ? 

Per/  Enough — He’s  dead  !  ’Tvvas  accident ;  ’twaser- 
Ko  matter  what.  Ten  thoufand  fliare  the  blame.  [ror  : 

Per.  Hold,  Sir  !  I  had  forgot:  on  this  occafion, 

The  troops  are  fearch’d  ;  and  foils  alone  are  worn, 
Inftead  of  1  words. 

F’erf  An  ofierwere  enough. 

Who  pains  my  heart,  plants  thunder  in  my  hand. 

Per.  But  thould  this  tail - * 

Per/  Impoffible  ! 

Per .  But,  fhould  it, 

The  banquet  follows. 

Per/  Poifon  in  his  wine. 

I  thank  the  gods  !  my  fpirits  are  reviv’d  1 
I  draw  immortal  vigour  trom  that  bowl  ! 

Per.  Nay,  fhould  both  fail,  the  held  and  banquet  too, 
All  fails  not  ;  fairer  hopes  to  fair  fucceed  : 

For  know,  my  Lord,  the  King  receiv’d  with  joy 
The  marriage-feheme,  and  fent  for  Dymas’  daughter. 

Per/  Then  there’s  a  fecond  bowl  of  poifon  for  him. 

Per.  Yet  more  :  this  ev’ning  thofeambafladors, 

Which  Philip  fent  to  Rome,  beneath  the  name 
Of  public  bunnefs,  but,  in  truth,  to  learn 
Your  brother’s  condudt,  are  expected  home. 

Per/  Thofe  whom  I  fwore,  before  they  parted  hence. 
In  dreadful  facraments  of  wine  and  blood, 

To  bring  back  fuch  reports  as  fhould  deliroy  him  : 

And  what  if,  to  compleat  our  fecret  plan, 

We  feign  a  letter  to  his  friend  the  conful, 

To  hrengthen  our  ambalfadors’  report. 

Per.  That  care,  my  Lord,  be  mine  :  I  know  a  knave, 
Grown  fat  on  forgery  ;  he’ll  counterfeit 
Old  Quintius’  hand  and  feal,  by  former  letters 
Sent  to  the  King  ;  which  you  can  gain  witheafe. 

Per/  Obferve — This  morning,  at  their  interview, 

The  Romans,  in  effedt,  inform’d  the  King, 

That  Thrace  was  theiis,  and  order’d  him  reitore 
The  Princefs.  This  will  give  much  air  of  truth, 

S. 
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If  out  forg’d  letters  fay  the  Romans  crown 
Demetrius  king  of  Thrace  and  promife  more. 

Per .  My  Lord,  it  fhall  be  done. 

Perf.  All  cannot  fail.  [Trumpet;, 

Per,  The  trumpets  found  :  the  troops  are  mounted. 
Perf.  Vengeance  ! 

Sweet  Vengeance  calls  :  nor  ever  call’d  a  god 
Such  fvvitt  obedience  :  like  the  rapid  wheel 
1  kindle  in  the  courfe  ?  I’m  there  already  ; 

Snatch  the  bright  weapon  ;  bound  into  my  feat ; 

Strike  ;  triumph  ;  fee  him  gafping  on  the  ground, 

And  life,  love,  empire,  fpringing  from  his  wound. 

When  god  like  ends,  by  means  unjuft,  fucceed, 

The  great  refult  adorns  the  daring  deed. 

Virtue’s  a  (hackle,  under  fair  difguife, 

To  letter  fools,  while  we  bear  off  the  prize.  [  Exeunt . 

End  of  the  Second  Act. 


ACT  III. 

Enter  Perfeus. 

Perseus. 

COW  ARDS  in  ill,  like  cowards  in  the  field, 
Are  fure  to  be  defeated.  To  ftrike  home, 
In  both,  is  prudence  :  guilt,  begun,  mull  fly 
To  guilt  con funa mate,  to  be  fate. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Per.  My  Lord - 

Perf.  Did urb  not  my  devotions  ;  they  decline 
The  beaten  track,  the  common  path  of  pray’r — 
Ye  powers  of  darknefs  !  that  rejoice  in  ill  ; 

All  fworn  by  Styx,  with  pedilential  blads 
To  wither  every  virtue  in  the  bud  ; 

T’o  keep  the  door  of  dark  confpiracy, 

And  lhuff  the  grateful  fumes  of  human  blood  ! 
From  lulphur  blue,  or  your  red  beds  of  fire, 

Or  your  black  ebon  thrones,  aufpicious  rife  ; 

And  building  through  the  barriers  of  this  world, 
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Stand  in  dread  contrail  to  the  golden  fun ; 

Fright  day-light  hence  with  your  infernal  fmiles, 

And  howl  aloud  your  formidable  joy, 

While  I  tranfport  you  with  the  fair  record 
Of  what  your  faithful  minifler  has  done, 

Beyond  your  infpiration,  felf-impell’d 
To  fpread  your  empire,  and  fecure  his  own. 

Hear,  and  applaud.  Now,  Pericles,  proceed; 

Speak,  is  the  letter  forg’d  ? 

Peri .  This  moment  ;  and  might  cheat 
The  cunning  eye  of  jealoufy  itfelf. 

Per.  ’Tis  well :  Art  thou  appriz'd  of  what  hath  p${]; 
-Since  lalF  we  parted  ? 

Peri.  No,  my  Lord. 

Per.  Then  roufe 

Thy  whole  attention  :  here  we  are  in  private : 

Know  then,  my  Pericles,  the  mock  encounter 
1  turned,  as  taught  by  thee,  to  real  rage. 

But  blafled  be  the  cowards  which  I  led  1 
They  trembled  at  a  boy. 

Peri .  Ha  ! 

Per.  Mark  me  well : 

The  villains  fled  ;  but  loon  my  prudence  turn’d 
To  good  account  that  momentary  fhame. 

Thus - 1  pretend ’twas  voluntary  flight 

To  fave  a  brother’s  blood  ;  accufing  him 
As  author  ol  that  conflict  I  declin’d, 

And  he  purfu’d  with  ardour  and  fuccefs. 

Peri.  That’s  artful.  What  enfued  ?  . 

Per.  The  banquet  follow’d, 

Held  by  the  vibtor,  as  our  rights  require  : 

To  which  his  eafy  nature,  foon  appeas’d, 

Invited  me.  I  went  not ;  but  fent  fpies 
To  learn  what  pafl ;  which  fpies,  by  chance  detected, 
(Obferve  me)  were  ill  us’d. 

Peri .  By  whom  ?  your  brother  ? 

Per.  No;  by  his  Tons  of  riot.  He  foon  after, 

Not  knowing  that  my  fervants  were  abus’d, 

Kind,  and  gay -hearted,  came  to  viflt  me. 

They,  who  mifus’d  my  fpies,  for  felf-defence, 
Conceal’d  their  arms  beneath  the  robes  of  peace. 

Of  this  inform’d,  again  my  genius  1‘erv’d  me. - * 
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Peri .  You  took  occalion,  from  thefe  few  in  arms. 

To  charge  a  murderous  aflault  on  all. 

Per.  True,  Pericles;  but  mark  my  whole  addrefs  : 
Againft  my-  brother  fvvift  1  bar  my  gates; 

Fly  to  my  father  ;  and  with  artful  tears 
Accufe  Demetrius ;  firft,  of  turning  fports, 

And  guiltlefs  exercife,  to  mortal  rage; 

Then  of  inviting  me  (ftill  blacker  guilt !) 

To  fmiling  death  in  an  invenom’d  bowl ; 

And  lad:,  that  both  thefe  failing,  mad  with  rage, 

He  threw  his  fell  ernes  of  baffled  art  alide, 

And  with  arm’d  men  avow’dly  fought  my  life. 

Peri,  Three  ftartling  articles,  and  well  concerted. 
Following  each  other  in  an  eafy  train. 

With  fair  fimilitude  of  truth  !  But,  Sir, 

How  bore  your  father  ? 

Per .  Oh  !  he  (hook  !  he  fell  ! 

Nor  was  his  fleeting  foul  recall’d  with  eafe. 

Peri .  What  faid  he  when  recovered  ? 

Per.  His  refolve 

I  know  not  yet ;  but  fee,  his  minion  comes  ; 

And  comes  perhaps  to  tell  me.  But  I’ll  go  ; 

Suftain  my  part,  and  echo  loud  my  wrongs. 

Nought  fo  like  innocence  as  per  fed!  guilt. 

If  he  brings  aught  of  moment,  you’ll  inform  me. 

[As  Perfeus  goes  off \  he  is  feized  by  Officers, 
Enter  Dymas. 

Peri.  Even  as  the  King  ? 

Pym.  Even  as  an  aged  oak 
P-ufh’d  to  and  fro,  the  labour  of  the  florin  ; 

Whofe  large  ft  branches  are  ftruck  off  by  thunder; 

Yet  ft  11  he  lives,  and  on  the  mountain  groans ; 

Strong  in  affliction,  awful  from  his  wounds, 

And  more  rever’d  in  ruin  than  in  glory. 

Peri.  I  hear  Prince  Perfeus  has  accus’d  his  brother. 
Pym-  True  :  and  the  King’s  commands  are  now  gone 
forth  # 

To  throw  them  both  in  chains ;  for  farther  thought 
Makes  Philip  doubt  the  truth  of  Perfeus’  charge. 

Peri,  What  then  is  his  defign  ? 

Pym.  They  both  this  hour 
Mult  plead  their  caule  before  him.  Nay,  already 
His  nobles,  judges,  counfellors,  are  met; 

And 
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And  public  juftice  wears  her  fterneft  form  : 

A  more  momentous  trial  ne’er  was  known  ; 

Whether  the  pleaders  you  furvey  as  brothers. 

Or  princes  known  in  arts,  or  fam’d  for  arms  ; 

Whether  you  ponder  in  their  awful  judge, 

The  tender  parent,  or  the  mighty  King. 

Greece,  Arhens  hears  the  caufe  :  the  great  refult 
Is  life,  or  death;  is  infamy,  or  fame.  [Trumpet* 

Peri .  What  trumpets  thefe  ? 

Dym.  They  fummon  to  the  court.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  draws,  and  difcomers  the  Court,  King,  eSuv 

Enter  Dymas,  and  takes  bis  place  by  the  King- 
King.  Bring  forth  the  prifoners. 

Strange  trial  this  !  Here  lit  I  to  debdte, 

Which  vital  limb  to  lop,  nor  that  to  fave. 

But  render  wretched  life  more  wretched  ftill. 

What  fee  I,  but  Heaven’s  vengeance,  in  my  fon9  f 
Their  guilt  a  fcourge  for  mine  :  ’tis  thus  Heaven  write® 
Its  awful  meaning,  plain  inhuman  deeds, 

And  language  leaves  to  man. 

Enter  Perfeus  and  Demetrius  in  chains ,  from  different  /ides 
of  the  fage\  Perfeus  followed  by  Pericles,  andDt roe* 
trius  by  Antigenus. 

Dym.  Dread  Sir,  your  Tons. 

King.  I  have  no  Ions  ;  and  that  I  ever  had. 

Is  now  my  heavieft  curfe  :  and  yet  what  care. 

What  pains,  1  took  to  curb  their  riling  rage  ! 

How  often  have  I  ranged  through  Hiftory, 

To  find  examples  for  their  private  ufe  ! 

The  Theban  brothers  did  I  fet  before  them"""- — — 

What  blood  !  what  defolation  !  but  in  vain  ! 

For  thee,  Demetrius,  did  I  go  to  Rome, 

And  bring  thee  patterns  thence  of  brother’s  love  : 

The  Quintii,  and  theScipios:  but  in  vain  ! 

If  I’m  a  monarch,  where  is  your  obedience? 

If  l*m  your  father,  where’s  your  duty  to  me  ? 

If  old,  your  veneration  due  to  years  ? 

But  I  have  wept,  and  you  have  fworn,  in  vain  ! 

I  had  your  ear,  and  enmity  your  heart. 

How  was  this  morning’s  counlel  thrown  away  l 
How  happy  is  your,  mother  in  the  grave  ! 

C  ^  She- 
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She,  when  file  bore  you,  buffered  lefs :  her  pangs, 

Her  pungent  pangs,  throb  thro’  the  father’s  heart. 

Dem .  You  can’t  condemn  me,  Sir,  to  worfe  than  this. 
King .  Than  what,  thou  young  deceiver  ?  While  I  live- 
You  both  with  impious  wifhes  grafp  my  fceptre  ; 

Nothing  is  facred,  nothing  dear,  but  empire. 

Brother,  nor  father,  can  you  bear;  fierce  luff 
Of  empire  burns,  extinguifh’d  all  befide. 

Why  pant  you  for  it  ?  to  give  others  awe  ? 

Be  therefore  aw’d  yourlelves,  and  tremble  at  it, 

While  in  a  father’s  hand. 

Dym,  My  Lord,  your  warmth 
Defers  the  bufinefs. 

King .  Am  I  then  too  warm  ? 

They  that  fhould  fhelterme  from  every  blaft, 

To  be  themfelves  the  llorm  !  O  !  how  Rome  triumphs  l 
Oh  !  how  they  bring  this  hoary  head  to  fhame  1 
Con  quell  and  tame,  the  labour  of  my  life, 

Now  turn  againft  me,  and  call  in  the  world 
To  gaze  at  what  was  Philip,  but  who  now 
Wants  even  the  wretch’s  privilege — a  with. 

What  can  I  with  ?  Demetrius  may  be  guiltlefs. 

What  then  is  Perfeus  ?  Judgment  hangs  as  yet 
Doubtful  o’er  them  ;  but  I’m  condemn’d  already; 

For  both  are  mine,  and  one — is  foul  as  hell. 

Should  thefe  two  hands  wage  war ;  (thefe  hands  lefs  dear!') 
What  boots  it  which  prevails  ?  In  both  I  bleed. 

But  I  have  done.  Speak,  Perfeus,  and  at  large  ; 

You’ll  have  no  fecund  hearing.  Thou  forbear. 

[To  Demet. 

Per.  Speak  ! — ’Twas  with  utmofl  flruggle  I  forbore: 
Thefe  chains  werefcarce  deiign’d  to  reach  my  tongue. 
Their  trefpafs  is  fufficient,  flopping  here. 

[  Shewing  his  arms * 

Thefe  chains  !  for  what  ?  Are  chains  for  innocence  ? 
Notfo  ;  for  fee,  Demetrius  wears  them  too. 

Fool  that  I  was  to  tremble  at  vain  laws ; 

Nor  learn  from  him  defiance  of  their  frown  ; 

Since  innocence  and  guilt  are  us'd  alike  ; 

Blood-thirfly  llabbers,  and  their  deflin’d  prey  : 

Perfeus,  and  he - 1  will  not  call  him  brother  : 

[ Pointing  to  Demet. 

He  wants  not  that  enhancement  of  his  guilt. 

Kim* 
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King.  But  clofer  to  the  point ;  and  lay  before  us 
Your  whole  deportment  this  ill-fated  day. 

Per.  Scarce  was  he  cool  from  that  embrace  this  mornings 
Which  you  enjoin’d,  and  I  lincerely  gave  ; 

Nor  thought  he  plann’d  my  death  within  my  arms  ; 

When  holding  vile,  oaths,  honour,  duty,  love, 

He  fir’d  our  friendly  fports  to  martial  rage. 

If  war,  why  not  fair  war  ?  But  that  has  danger. 

From  hoftile  conflidt,  as  from  brothers  play. 

He  blufh’d  not  to  invite  me  to  his  banquet. 

1  went  not ;  and  in  that  was  I  to  blame  ? 

Think  you  there  nothing  had  been  found  but  peace* 

From  whence  loon  after  fally’d  armed  men  ? 

Think  you  I  nothing  had  to  fear  from  fwords, 

When  from  their  foils  I  fcarce  efcap’d  with  life  ? 

Or  poifon  might  his  valour  fuit  as  well  : - - 

This  pafs’d,  as  fuits  his  wifdom,  Macedonians, 

Who  volts  o’er  elder  brothers  to  a  throne  : 

With  an  arm’d  rout  he  came  to  vifitme. 

Did  I  refufe  to  go,  a  bidden  gueft  ? 

And  fhould  I  welcome  him,  atbreat’ning  foe  l 
Refenting  my  refufal !  boiling  for  revenge  ? 

Dem.  ’Tis  falfe. 

Ant .  Forbear - The  King. 

4  Per.  Had  I  receiv’d  them, 

*  You  now  had  mourn’d  my  death,  nor  heard  my  canton 

*  Dares  he  deny  he  brought  an  armed  throng? 

‘  Call  thofe  I  name  ;  who  dare  this  deed,  dare  all  ; 

6  Yet  will  not  dare  deny,  that  this  is  true. 

4  My  death  alone  can  yield  a  fironger  proof? 

*  Will  no  lefs  proof  than  that  content  a  father  ? 

‘  Peri .  Perfeus,  you  fee,  has  art,  as  well  as  fire ; 

‘  Nor  have  the  wars  worn  Athens  from  his  tongue.5 

Per.  Let  him  whofeeks  to  bathe  in  brother’s  blood. 
Not  fin$  well  pleas’d  the  fountain  whence  it  flow’d  : 

Let  him,  who  fnudders  at  a  brother’s  knife, 

Find  refuge  in  thebofoin  of  a  father: 

For  where  elfe  can  I  fly  ?  Whom  elfe  implore  ? 

I  have  no  Romans,  with  their  eagle’s  wings, 

To  fhelter  me  ;  Demetrius  borrows  thofe, 

To  mount  full  rebel-high  :  I  have  their  hatred  • 

And,  thanks  to  Heaven  f  deferve  it:  Good  Demetrius 

C  3  Can 
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Can  fee  your  towns  and  kingdoms  torn  away 
By  thei'e  protestors,  and  ne’er  lofe  his  temper. 

My  weakneis,  I  confefs,  it  makes  me  rave; 

It  makes  me  weep— -and  my  tears  rarely  flow; 

Peri.  Was  ever  dronger  proof  of  filial  love  ? 

Per.  Vain  are  Rome’s.hopes  while  you  and  I  furvive  ; 
Butfliould  the  fword  take  me,  and  age  my  father, 
(Heav’n  grant  they  leave  him  to  the  ilrokeof  age) 

The  kingdom,  and  the  King,  are  both  their  own; 

A  duteous  loyal  King,  a  fcepter’d  (lave, 

A  willing  Macedonian  have  to  Rome. 

King.  Fil'd  let  an  earthquake  fwallow  Macedonia. 

Per.  How,  at  fuch  news,  would  Hannibal  rejoice  ! 
How  the  great  fliade  of  Alexander  fmile ! 

The  thought  quite  choaks  me  up  ;  I  can  no  more. 

King.  Proceed. 

Per .  No,  Sir, - Why  have  I  fpoke  at  all  ? 

"Twas  neediefs  :  Philip  judides  my  charge; 

Philip’s  the  fingle  witnefs  which  I  call, 

To  prove  Demetrius  guilty. 

King.  What  dod  thou  mean  ? 

Per.  What  mean  I,  Sir  1  what  mean  I !— 1 To  run  mad! 
For  who,  unfhaken  both  in  heart  and  brain, 

Can  recoiled  it  ? 

King.  What  ? 

Per.  This  morning’s  infult. 

This  morning  they  proclaim’d  him  Philip’s  King, 

This  morning  they  forgave  you  for  his  fake. 

O,  pardon,  pardon  !  I  could  drike  him  dead. 

King.  More  temper. 

Per.  Not  more  truth  ;  that  cannot  be  ! 

And  that  it  cannot,  one  proof  can’t  efcape  you  ? 

For  what  but  truth  could  make  me,  Sir,  fo  bold  ? 

Rome  puts  forth  all  her  drength  to  crown  her  minion, 
Demetrius’  vices,  thriving  of  themfelves, 

Her  fulfome  fiatt’ries  dung  to  ranker  growth. 

Demetrius  is  the  burden  of  her  fong  ; 

Each  river,  hill,  and  dale,  has  learnt  his  name  ; 

While  elder  Perfeus  in  a  whifper  dies. 

Demetrius  treats;  Demetrius  gives  us  peace  ; 

Demetrius  is  our  god,  and  would  be  fo. 

My  light  is  Ihort;  look  at  him  you  that  gan  ; 
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\\  hat  fage  experience  fits  upon  his  brow  ? 

What  awful  marks  of  wifdom  ?  who  vouchfafes 
To  patronize  a  father,  and  a  King  ! 

Such  patronage  is  treafon. 

King.  Treafon  !  Death  ! 

Per.  Nor  let  the  ties  of  blood  tie  up  the  hands 
Ot  juflice  ;  nature’s  ties  are  broke  already  : 

For,  who  contend  before  you  ? - Your  two  Tons  ?— 

No  ;  read  aright,,  ’fis  Macedon  and  Rome. 

A  well-mafk’d  foreigner,  and  your - only  fon, 

Guard  of  your  life,  and — exile  of  your  love. 

Now,  bear  me  to  my  dungeon  :  What  to  fit 
As  davknefs,  chains,  and  death,  for  l'uch  a  traitor? 

King.  Speak,  Demetrius. 

Knt.  My  Lord,  he  cannot  fpeak  ;  accept  hi's  tears— 
Infread  of  words. 

Per.  His  tears  a3  falfe,  as  they - - 

Nowy  with  fine  praife,  and  foppery  of  tongue,. 

More  graceful  action,  and  a  fmoother  tone, 

That  orator  of  fable,  and  fair  face, 

Will  fleal  on  your  brib’d  hearts,  and,  as  you  lilien, 

Plain  truth,  and  I,  plain  Perfeus,  are  forgot. 

Dem.  My  father!  King!  and  judge;  thrice  awful 
power ! 

Your  fon,  your  fubjecl,  and  your  prifoner,  hear  $ 

Thrice  humble  date  1  If  I  have  grace  of  fpeech, 

(Which  gives,  kfeems,  offence)  be  that  no  crime, 

Which  oft  hasferv’d  my  country  and  my  King  ; 

Nor  in  my  brother  let  it  pafs  for  virtue, 

Thar,  as  he  is,  ungracious  he  would  feein  : 

For,  Oh  !  he  wants  not  arr,  tho’  grace  may  fail  hiltt* 

The  wonted  aids  ofthofe  that  are  accus’d, 

Has  my  accufer  feiz’d.  He  (bed  falfe  tears, 

That  my  true  forrows  might  fufpedted  flow  : 

He  feeks  my  life,  and  calls  me  murderer ; 

And  vows  no-  refuge  can  he  find  on  earth, 

p  .  « 

That  I  may  want  it  in  a  father  s  arms  ; 

Thofe  arms,  to  which  e’en  fl rangers  fly  for  fafety* 

King.  Speak  to  your  charge. 

Dem.  He  charges  me  with  treafon* 

If  I’m  a  traitor,  if  I  league  with  Rome, 

Why  did  his  zeal  forbear  me  tiii  this  hour  ? 

Wastreaibn  then  no  crime,  till  (as  he  feigns) 

I  fought 
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I  fought  his  life  ?  Dares  Perfeus  hold  fo  much 
Mis  father’s  welfare  cheaper  than  his  own  ? 

Lefs  caufe  have  I,  a  brother,  to  complain. 

He  fays,  I  wade  tor  empire  thro’  his  blood  : 

He  fays,  I  place  my  confidence  in  Rome  : 

Why  murder  him,  if  Rome  w'dl  crown  my  brow? 

Will  then  a  fceptre,  dipp’d  in  brother’s  blood, 

Conciliate  love,  and  make  my  reign  fecure  ? 

Falfe  are  both  charges ;  and  he  proves  them  falfe 
By  placing  them  together. 

Ant .  That’s  well  urg’d. 

Dew.  Mark,  Sir,  how  Perfeus,  unawares,  abfolves  mt- 
From  guilt  in  all,  by  loading  all  with  guilt. 

Did  I  defign  him  poifon  at  my  feaft  ? 

Why  then  did  I  provoke  him  in  the  field  f 
That,  as  he  did,  he  might  refufe  to  come  ? 

When  angry  he  refus’d,  I  fliould  have  ooth’d 
Id  is  rous’d  refentment,  anddefeu’d  the  blow  ; 

Not  dellin’d  him  that  moment  to  my  {'word, 

s  * 

Which  Ibeiore  infiruCted  him  to  Ihun. 

Thro’  fear  of  death,  did  he  decline  my  banquet  ? 

Could  I  expert  admittance  then  at  his  ? 

Thefe  numerous  pieas  at  variance,  overthrow 
Each  other,  and  are  advocates  forme. 

Per .  No,  Sir,  Polthurnius  is  his  advocate. 

King.  Art  thou  afraid  that  I  fhouid  hear  him  out  ? 

4  JDem.  Quit  then  this  picture,  this  well-painted  fe.11^ 
4  And  come  to  that  which  touches  him  indeed. 

4  Why  is  Demetrius  not  defpis’dof  all, 

4  His  fecond  in  endowments,  as  in  birth  ? 

4  Hew  dare  I  draw  the  thoughts  of  Macedon  ? 

4  Flow  dare  I  gainefteem  with  foreign  powers  ? 

4  Efleem,  when  gain’d,  how  dare  I  to  preferve  ? 

4  Thefe  are  his  fecret  thoughts ;  thefe  burn  within  £ 

4  Thefe  fling  up  accufations  in  his  foul  ; 

4  Turn  friendly  vifits  to  foul  fraud,  and  murder  * 

4  And  pour  in  poifon  to  the  bowl  of  love. 

4  Merit  is  treafon  in  a  younger  brother. 

4  King.  But  clear  your  conduct  with  regard  to  Rome„ 
4  Dan.  Alas  !  dread  Sir,  I  grieve  to  find  let  down, 

4  Among  my  crimes,  what  ought  to  be  my  praife* 

4  That  I  went  hoftage,  or  ambafiador; 
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*  Was  Philip’s  high  command,  not  my  requell  : 

‘  Indeed,  when  there,  in  both  thofe  characters, 

*  I  bore  in  mind  to  whom  I  owe  my  birth  : 

4  Rome’s  favour  follow’d.  If  it  is*a  crime 

‘  To  be  regarded,  fpare  a  crime  you  caus’d  ; 

4  Caus’d  by  your  orders,  and  example  too. 

4  True,  I’m  Rome’s  friend,  while  Rome  is  your  ally  : 

4  When  not,  this  hoftage,  this  ambaffador, 

4  So  dear,  hands  forth  the  fiercell  of  her  foes ; 

4  At  your  commands,  fly  fwift  on  wings  of  fire, 

*  The  native  thunder  of  a  father’s  arm. 

‘  Ant.  There  fpoke  at  once  the  hero  and  thefon.’ 

Dem.  Toclofe — To  thee,  I  grant  fome  thanks  are  due; 

[Speaking  to  Perfeus. 

"Not  for  thy  kindnefs,  but  malignity  : 

Thy  character’s  my  friend,  tho’  thou  my  foe. 

For,  fay  whofe  temper  promifes  moll:  guilt : 

Perfeus,  importunate,  demands  my  death  : 

I  do  not  afk  for  his :  Ah  !  no  !  I  feel 

Too  powerful  Nature  pleading  for  him  here: 

But,  werethere  no  fraternal  tie  to  bind  me, 

A  fon  of  Philip  muft  be  dear  to  me. 

If  you,  my  father,  had  been  angry  with  me, 

An  elder  brother,  a  lefs  awful  parent, 

He  fhould  aifuage  you,  helliould  intercede, 

Soften  my  failings,  and  indulge  my  youth  : 

But  my  afylum  drops  its  character  ; 

I  find  not  there  my  refeue,  but  my  ruin. 

Per.  FI  is  bold  allli  ranee - 

King.  Do  not  interrupt  him  ; 

But  let  thy  brother  finilh  his  defence. 

Dem.  O  Perfeus !  how  I  tremble  as  I  fpeak  ! 

Where  is  a  brother’s  voice,  a  brother’s  eye  ? 

Where  is  the  melting  of  a  brother’s  heart  ? 

Where  is  our  awful  father’s  dread  command  ? 

Where  a  dear  dying  mother’s  laft  requell? 

Forgot,  fcorn’d,  hated,  trodden  under  foot ! 

Thy  heart,  how  dead  to  ev’ry  call  of  nature  ! 

Unfon’d  !  unbrother’d  !  nay,  un humaniz’d 4 

Far  from  affection,  as  thou’rt  near  in  blood  ! 

Oh  !  Perfeus !  Perfeus  I — But  my  heart’s  too  full. 

[  Falls  on  A  n  t  i  go  n  u  s 

Kin? 
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King.  Support  him. 

Per.  Vengeance  overtakes  his'criines. 

King.  No  more ! 

Ant.  See,  from  his  hoary  brow  he  wipes  the  dev7# 
Which  agony  wrings  from  him. 

King.  Oh,  my  friend, 

The:e  boys  at  ftrife,  like  ./Etna’s  ftruggling  flames,, 
Convulfions  caufe,  and  make  a  mountain  (hake; 

Shake  Philip’s  firmnefs,  and  convulfe  his  heart ; 

And,  with  a  fiery  flood  of  civil  war, 

Threaten  to  deluge  my  divided  land. 

I’ve  heard  them  both  ;  by  neither  am  convinc’d  ; 

And  yet  Demetrius’  words  went  thro’  my  heart  ; 

A  double  crime,  Demetrius,  is  your  charge  ; 

Fondnefs  for  Rome,  and  hatred  to  your  brother. 

If  you  can  clear  your  innocence  in  one, 

’Twill  give  us  caufe  to  think  you  wrong’d  in  both, 

Pent.  How  fhall  I  clear  it,  Sir? 

King.  This  honeft  man 

Detefls  the  Romans  :  If  you  wed  his  daughter, 

Rome’s  foe  becomes  the  guardian  of  your  raith. 

Pern.  I  told  you,  Sir,  when  I  return’d  from  Roma-*- 
King.  How  !  Doft  thou  want  an  abfolute  command  i 
Your  brother,  father,  country,  allexadtit. 

Ant .  See  yonder  guards  at  hand,  if  you  refufe. 

\AJide  to  DemetT 

Nay,  more ;  a  father,  fo  diflrefs’d,  demands 
A  fon’s  compallion,  to  becalm  his  heart. 


Oh  !  Sir,  comply. 

Dcm.  There  !  there  !  indeed  you  touch  me  L 
Befides,  if  I’m  confin’d,  and  Perfeus  free, 

I  never,  never  fliali  behold  her  more. - - 

Pardon,  ye  gods  !  an  artifice  forc’d  on  me.  [. Afide * 

Dread  Sir,  your  fon  complies. 

V)  m.  Aflonifhment ! 

King.  Strike  off  his  chains.  Nay,  Perfeus  too  is  free* 
They  wear  no  bonds,  but  thofe  of  duty,  now. 

Dymas,  go  thank  the  prince  :  he  weds  your  daughter  ; 
And  highefl'honours  pay  your  high  defert.  [Exit*. 

Dym.  O,  Sir,  without  preemption,  may  I  dare 
To  lift  my  raviflijtl  thought  ? - — 
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Dem.  In  what  I’ve  done, 

I  paid  a  duty  to  my  father's  will : 

And  fct  you  an  example,  where  ’tis  due. 

Of  not  with  holding  yours. 

Dym.  My  duty,  Sir, 

To  vou,  can  never  fail. 

Dem.  1  hen,  Dyma?,  I  requeft  thee, 

Go  feek  the  King,  and  lave  me  from  a  marriage 
My  brother  has  contriv’d,  in  artful  malice, 

To  make  me  lofe  my  father,  or  my  love. 

Go,  charge  the  juft  reful'al  on  thyfelf. 

Dj  m.  What  Philip  authorizes  me  to  wifli, 

You,  Sir,  may  difappoint.  But,  to  take  on  me 

The  load  of  the  refulal - 

Dem.  Is  no  more 

Than  Dymas  owres  his  honour,  if  he  fhun 
The  natural  furmife,  that  he  concurred 
In  brewing  this  foul  treafon. 

Dym .  Sir,  the  King 

Knows  what  he  does :  and,  if  he  feeks  my  glory— 
De?n.  In  a  degree,  deftrudive  of  his  own  ; 

’Tis  yours  to  difappoint  him,  or  renounce 
Your  duty  to  your  King. 

Dym,  You’ll  better  tell - 

Dem.  Yes,  better  tell  the  King,  he  wounds  his  ho¬ 
nour, 

Byl  ifting  up  a  minion  from  the  duft, 

And  mating  him  with  princes.  Ufe  your  power 
Againft  yourfelf.  Yes,  ufe  it  like  a  man, 

In  ierving  him  who  gave  it.  Thus  you’ll  make 
Indulgence,  juftice;  and  abfolve  yourmafter. 

Tho’  Kings  delight  in  railing  what  they  love, 

Lefs  owe  they  to  themfelves,  than  to  the  throne  ; 

Nor  muft  they  proftitute  its  Majefty, 

To  fwell  a  fubjed’s  pride,  howe’er  deferving. 

Dym.  What  the  King  grants  me - 

Dem.  Talk  not  of  a  grant : 

What  a  King  ought  not,  that  he  cann©t  give ; 

And  w  hat  is  more  than  meet  from  princes’  bounty, 

Is  plunder,  not  a  grant.  Think  you,  his  honour 
A  perquisite  belonging  to  your  place, 

As  favourite  paramount  ?  Prelervethe  King 

From 


36  THE  BROTHERS. 

From  doing  wrong,  tho’  wrong  is  done  for  you  5 
And  fnew,  ’tis  not  in  favour  to  corrupt  thee. 

Dym.  I  fought  not,  Sir,  this  honour. 

Dcm.  But  would  take  it. 

True  majefty’s  the  very  foul  of  Kings ; 

And  rectitude’s  the  foul  of  majefty  : 

If  mining  minions  fap  that  rectitude, 

The  King  may  live,  but  majefiy  expires  : 

And  he  that  lefiens  Majefty,  impairs 
That  juft  obedience  public  good  requires ; 

Doubly  a  traitor,  to  the  crown  and  ftate. 

Dym.  Mu  ft  I  ref  ufe  what  Philip’s  pleas’d  to  give  ? 

Dcm,  Can  a  King  give  thee  more  than  is  his  own  ? 
Know,  a  King’s  dignity  is  public  wealth  ; 

On  that  fubfifts  the  nation’s  tame  and  power. 

Shall  fawning  fycophants,  to  plump  themfelves, 

Eat  up  their  mafter,  and  dethrone  his  glory  ? 

What  are  l'uch  wretches?  What,  but  vapours  foul, 

From  fens  and  bogs,  by  royal  beams  exhal’d, 

That  radiance  intercepting,  which  fhould  cheat* 

The  land  at  large  ?  Hence  fubjeCls’  hearts  grow  cold. 

And  frozen  loyalty  forgets  to  flow  : 

But,  then  ’tisflippery  handing  for  the  minion  : 

Stains  on  his  ermin,  to  their  royal  mafter 
Such  mifcreants  are  ;  not  jewels  in  his  crown. 

If  you  perflft,  Sir — But,  of  words  no  more  1 
To  me,  to  threat,  is  harder  than  to  do  ! 

Dym.  Let  me  embrace  this  genuine  ton  of  empire, 
WhenHvarm  debates  divide  the  doubtful  land, 

Should  I  not  know  the  prince  moil  fit  to  reign  ? 

I’ve  try’d  you  as  an  eagle  tries  her  young, 

And  find,  your  dauntlefs  eye  is  fix’d  on  glory. 

I’ll  to  the  King,  and  your  commands  obey.— — 

We  muft  give  young  men  opiates  in  a  fever. 

Yes,  boy,  I  will  obey  thee,  to  thy  ruin. 

Erixene  fliall  flrike  thee  dead  for  this.  [Exit.  Dym. 

Dcm.  Thefe  ftatefmen  nothing  woo  but  gold  and  power, 
I’m  a  bold  advocate  for  other  love  ; 

Tho’  at  their  bar,  indicated  fora  fool. 

When  reafon,  like  the  fkilful  charioteer, 

Can  break  the  fiery  paflions  to  the  bit, 

And,  fpite  of  their  licentious  failles,  keep 
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The  radiant  track  of  glory  ;  paflions,  then, 

Are  aids  and  ornaments.  Triumphant  reafon, 
Firm  in  her  feat,  andfwift  in  her  career, 

Enjoys  their  violence,  and,  fmiling,  thanks 
Their  formidable  flame,  for  high  renown. 

Take  then  my  foul,  fair  maid  !  ’tis  wholly  thine  ; 
And  thence  I  feel  an  energy  divine. 

When  obje&s  worthy  praife  our  hearts  approve, 
Each  virtue  grows  on  confecrated  love: 

And  fure  loft  paflion  claims  to  be  forgiv’n, 

When  love  of  beauty  is  the  love  of  heav’n. 


[  Exit, 


End  of  the  Third  Act 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Erixene  and  Delia. 
Erixene. 


y  *  IS  plain !  ’tis  plain !  this  marriage  gains  her  father: 


Fie  join’d  to  Rome,  the  crown.  Thy  words  were 


He  wooes  the  diadem,  that  diadem  which  I  [true  ; 

Defpis’dfor  him.  Oh,  how  unlike  our  loves ! 

But  it  is  well ;  he  gives  me  my  revenge. 

Wed  Dymas*  daughter  !  What  a  fall  is  there  ! 

Not  the  world’s  empire  could  repair  his  glory. 

Bel.  Madam,  you  can’t  be  mov’d  too  much  !  But  why 
More  now  than  at  the  firft  ? 

Erix.  At  fir  It  I  doubted  : 

For  who,  that  lov’d  like  me,  could  have  believ’d  > 

I  difbeliev’d  what  Pericles  reported  ; 

And  thought  it  Perfeus’  art  to  wound  our  loves. 

But  when  the  good  Antigonus,  fworn  friend 
To  falfe  Demetrius,  when  his  word  confirm’d  it, 

Then  paflion  took  me,  as  the  northern  biaft 
An  autumn  leaf.  O  gods  !  the  dreadful  whirl ! 

Bur,  while  I  fpeak,  he’s  with  her:  laughs  and  plays; 
Mingles  his  dalliance  with  infulting  mirth  ; 

To  this  new  goddefs  offers  up  my  tears  ; 

Yes,  with  my  lhame  and  torture,  wooes  her  love. 
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1  fee,  hear,  feel  it !  O  thefe  raging  fires  ! 

Can  then  the  thing  we  (corn  give  fo  much  pain  ? 

Del.  Madam,  thefe  tranfports  give  him  caul'e  to  triumph  ! 
Erix.  I  vent  my  grief  to  thee  ;  he  ne’er  flvall  know  it. 
It  I  can’t  conquer,  I’ll  conceal  my  paffion, 

And  ilifle  all  its  pangs  beneath  diidain. 

Del.  The  greateh  minds  are  mod  relenting  too  : 

If  then  Demetrius  fhould  repent  his  crime - 

Erix.  If  fl ill  my  paffion  burns,  it  fliall  burn  inward  : 
On  theffierce  rack  in  filence  I’ll  expire, 

Before  one  figh  efcape  me. — He  repent ! 

What  wild  extravagance  of  thought  is  thine  ? 

But  did  he  ?  Who  repents,  has  once  been  falfe  : 
in  love,  repentance  but  declares  our  guilt  ; 

'And  injur’d  honour  fliall  exadt  its  due. 

In  vain  his  love  ,  nay,  mine  fhould  groan  in  vain  : 

Both  are  devoted.  Vengeance,  vengeance  reigns  ! 
Ourfirit  love  murder’d,  is  the  (harped  pang 
A  human  heart  can  feci. 

Del.  The  King  approaches. 

Enter  the  King,  &c. 

King.  Madam,  at  length  we  fee  the  dawn  of  peace, 
And  hope  an  end  of  our  domedic  jars. 

Thejealous  Perfeus  can  no  longer  fear 

Demetrius  is  a  Roman,  fince  this  day 

Makes  him  the  Ion  of  Dymas,  Rome’s  word  fee. 

Erix .  Already,  Sir,  I’ve  heard,  and  heard  with  joy, 
Th’  important  news. 

King.  To  make  our  blifs  run  o’er  : 

V oo,  Madam,  will  complete  what  Heav’n  begins; 

And  lave  the  love-fick  Perfeus  from  defpair. 

That  marriage  would  leave  Rome  without  pretence 
To  touch  our  conqueft  ;  and  for  ever  join 
To  thefe  dominions  long  difputed  Thrace. 

Enter  Dymas. 

Erix.  Tho’  Thrace  bv  conqued  iloops  to  Macedon, 

.1  know  my  rank,  and  would  prefer ve  its  due. 

With  meditated  coldnels  have  I  heard 
Prince  Perleus’  vows ;  unwilling  to  confent 
Before  reftor’d  to  my  forefather’s  throne, 

Led  that  confent  fhould  merit  little  thanks, 

As  flowing  lei's  from  choice  than  your  command ; 
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But  fince  the  Roman  pride  will  find  account 
In  my  perfihing  hill,  and  Philip  fufler, 

I  quit  the  lofty  thought  on  which  I  hood, 

And  yield  to  your  requeh. 

King.  Indulgent  gods  ! 

Bleh  moment  !  How  will  this  with  transport  fill 
The  doubtful  Perfeus,  after  years  of  pain  ? 

Dym.  My  Lord,  I’ve  heard  what  pah,  and  give  you  joy 
OfPerfeus’  nuptials,  which  your  hate  requires  : 

But  for  Demetrius’ — think  of  thofe  no  more. 

Far  from  accepting  fuch  a  load  of  glory, 

I  bring,  I  bring,  my  Lord,  this  forfeit  head, 

Due  to  my  bold  refuial. 

King.  Dares  the  boy 

Fall  from  his  promife,  and  impofe  on  thee 
Forc’d  difobedience  to  my  royal  pleafure  ? 

Dym.  No,  my  moh  honour’d  Lord,  there,  there’s  my' 
Fond  of  the  maid,  with  ardour  he  prehon  ;  [crime  ; 
But  fhould  I  dare  pollute  his  blood  with  mine  ? 

But  you,  Sir,  authorize  it — hill  more  bafe, 

To  wrong  a  maher  fo  profufely  kind. 

King.  The  man  is  noble  on  whom  Philip  (miles ; 
Come,  come,  there’s  fomething  more  in  this — ea plain, 
Dym.  Why  am  I  forc’d  on  this  ungrateful  office  ? 

Yet  can’t  I  tell  you  more  than  lame  has  told  ; 

Wh  ich  fays,  Demetrius  is  in  league  with  Rome. 

Why  weds  ambition  then  an  humble  maid, 

But  to  gain  me  to  treafon  ?  What  then  follows  ? 

They’ll  lay,  thefubtile  hatefman  plann’d  this  marriage, 
To  raife  his  blood  into  his  maher’s  throne. 

No,  Sir,  preferve  my  fame,  let  life  fufiice. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Per.  Sir,  your  ambahadors  arriv’d  from  Rome - - 

[ P re/ents  alette r. 

King.  Ha  !  I  muhread  it ;  this  will  tell  me  more. 

[. sifter  reading  it. 

Oh,  Princefs  !  Now  our  only  comfort  flows 
From  your  indulgence  to.  my  betterfon. 

This  dieadrul  news  precipitates  my  wilh. 

’J  o  keep  rapacious  Rome  from  feizing  Thrace, 

You  cannot  wed  too  foon  t  my  fair  ally  ! 

What  if  you  blefs  me  and  my  fon  to-morrow  i 
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Erix.  Since  your  requeii,  and  your  affairs  demand  if, 
Without  a  blufh,  I  think  I  may  comply. 

King.  Oh,  daughter  ! — but  no  more  j  the  gods  will 
I  goto  blefs  my  Perfeus  with  the  news.  [thank  you. 
Dym.  Thus  the  boy’s  dead  inemphe  and  in  love. 

[Exeunt  King,  Dymas,  feV. 
Erix.  I  triumph  !  I’m  reveng’d  !  I  reign  !  I  reign  ! 
Nor  thank  Demetrius’  treafon  for  a  crown. 

Love  is  our  own  caufe,  honour  is  the  gods. 

I  can  be  glorious  without  happinefs  ; 

But  without  glory  never  can  be  blefl. 

Del.  ’Tis  well  :  but  can  you  wed  the  man  you  fcorn  ? 
Erix.  Wed  any  thing,  for  vengeance  on  the  perjur’d. 
I’ll  now  infult  him  from  an  higher  fphere  : 

This  unexpected  turn  may  gall  bis  pride. 

Wh  ate’er  has  pangs  for  him,  has  charms  forme. 

Del.  A  rooted  love  is  fcarce  fo  focn  remov’d. 

Erix.  If  not,  the  greater  virtue  to  centroid  it : 

And  ilrike  at  his  heart,  tho’  his  through  my  own. 

Del.  I  can’t  but  praife  this  triumph  ;  yet  I  dread 
The  combat  ilill.  And  fee,  the  foe  draws  near. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Dan.  Er’xene  ! 

Erix.  My  Lord  ! 

Dem.  My  pale  cheek  fpeaks ; 

My  trembling  limbs  prevent  my  faultenng  torgue, 

And  a lk  you - - 

Erix.  What,  my  Lord  ? 

Dem.  My  Lord  i  —  Her  eyes 
Confirm  it  true,  and  yet,  without  a  crime, 

I  can’t  believe  it.  Oh,  Erixene - 

Erix.  I  guei's your  meaning,  Sir;  but  am  furpriz’d 
That  Dymas’  fon  fhould  think  of  ought  as  I  do. 

Dem.  Fade  are  my  fenles !  falfe  both  ear  and  eye  1 
All,  all  be  rather  falfe  than  her  I  love  1 
Erix.  She  pall  not,  Sir,  this  way. 

Dem.  Is  then  my  pain 
Your  fport  ?  And  can  Erixene  pretend 
Herfelf  deceiv’d,  by  what  deceiv’d  the  King  ? 

An  artifice  made  ufe  of  for  your  fake  ; 

A  proof,  not  violation  of  my  love. 

Erix.  I  thought  not  of  your  love,  nor  artifice  : 
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Both  were  forgot ;  or,  rather,  never  known. 

"But  without  artifice  I  tell  you  this  ; 

Your  brother  lays  his  fceptre  at  my  leet, 

And  whole  example  bids  my  heart  refill 
The  charms  of  empire  ? 

Dcm.  This  is  woman’s  (kill  : 

You  ceafe  to  love,  and  from  my  condudl  Itrive 
To  labour  an  excufe.  For  if,  indeed, 

You  thought  me  falfe,  had  you  been  thus  ferene, 

Calm,  and  unruffled  ?  No  ;  my  heart  fays,  no. 

Paffions,  if  great,  tho’  turn’d  to  their  reverie, 

Keep  their  degree,  and  are  great  pallions  Hill. 

And  (lie  who,  when  file  thinks  her  lover  falfe, 

Retains  her  temper,  never  loll  her  heart. 

Erix.  That  I’m  ferene,  fays  not  I  never  lov’d  : 
Indeed,  the  vulgar  float  as  pafiion  drives ; 

But  noble  minds  have  reafon  for  their  queen. 

While  you  deferv’d,  my  pafiion  was  fincere  : 

You  change,  my  } •affion  dies.  But,  pardon,  Sir, 

Tf  my  vain  mind  thinks  anger  is  too  much  ; 

Take  my  negledl,  I  can  afford  no  more. 

Dcm.  No  ;  Rage  !  Flame  !  Thunder  !  give  a  thou  land 
deaths  ! 

Oh,  refcue  me  from  this  more  dreadful  calm  ! 

This  curs’d  indifference  !  which,  like  a  froft 
In  northern  feas,  out-does  the  fiercell  llorm. 
Commanded  by  my  hither  to  comply, 

I  fei on’d  obedience  :  had  I  then  refus’d - 

Erix .  I  grant  the  confequence  had  been  molt  dread*:  : 
I  grant  that  Dymas’  daughter  had  been  angry, 

Dan .  Alik  Dymas,  with  what  rage— — — 

Erix.  You  well  might  rage 
To  be  refus’d. 

Dcm.  Refus’d  ! 

Erix.  He  told  yourfeeret; 

7 he  King,  and  1,  and  all  the  court  can  witnefs. 

Dent,  Refus’d!  falfe  villain  !  Oh,  the  perjur'd  flu ve 
Hell-born  impofior  !  Madam,  ’tis  moll  fat fe  ! 

Warm  from  rny  heart  in  ev’ry  word  1  fjpeak  ; 

The  villain  lies  !  Believe  the  pangs  that  rend  me  . 
Believe  the  witnefs  ll reaming  from  my  eyes, 

And  let  me  fpeak  no  more. 
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Erix.  I  do  believe 

Your  grief  lincere.  I’ve  heard  the  maid  is  fair. 

Dew.  Proceed  ;  and  thus,  indeed,  commit  that  crime 
You  falfely  charge  on  me.  The  crown  has  charm’d  you* 
How  warm  this  morning  did  you  prefs  my  flight ! 

The  caufe  is  plain  :  an  out-rag’d  lover’s  groan, 

And  dying  agony  moleftour  ear. 

And  hurt  the  mu  lick  of  our  nuptial  fong. 

Erix.  Since  your  inconflancy  perfifts  to  charge 
Its  crime  on  my  ambition,  I’ll  be  kind, 

And  leave  you  in  pofleffion  of  an  error 
Of  which  you  feem  fo  fond. 

Dew.  Ah  !  flay  one  moment ! 

Enter  Perfeus  and  Pericles. 

Per.  Erixene  ! 

Dew.  Diftradtion  !  [Starting. 

Erix.  ’Tis  well  tim’d. 

My  Lord,  your  brother  doubts  if  I’m  lincere, 

And  thinks  (an  error  natural  to  him) 

I’ll  break  my  vow  to  you.  You’ll  clear  my  fame, 

And  labour  to  convince  him,  that  to-morrow, 

Erixene’s  at  once  a  bride  and  queen.  [Exit* 

Per.  When  I  have  work’d  him  up  to  violence, 

Biing  thou  the  King,  and  pity  my  diftrels. 

[To  Per.  who  goes  out. 

;  Dem,  On  what  extremes  extreme  diftrefs  compels 

*  In  things  impoffible  I  put  my  trufl  :  [me  ! 

*  I  in  my  only  brother  find  a  foe  ; 

‘  Yet  in  my  rival,  hope  the  greateft  friend. 

‘  When  all  our  hopes  are  lodg’d  in  l'uch  expedients, 
v  ’Tis  as  if  poifon  were  our  only  food, 

*  And  death  was  call’d  on  as  the  guard  of  life.’ 

Per.  Why  dofl:  thou  droop  ? 

Dem.  Becaule  I’m  dead  *,  quite  dead 
To  hope  ;  and  yet  rebellious  to  defpair  ; 

Like  ghofls  unblels’d,  that  burft  the  bars  of  death, 
Strange  is  my  condudt  ? — Stranger  my  diflrefs : 

Beyond  example  both  !  Who  e’er  betoreme 
Prefs’d  his  worft  foe,  to  prove  his  trueft  friend  ? 

But  tho’  thou’it  not  my  brother,  thou’rt  a  man  ; 

And,  if  a  man,  eompalfionate  the  worft 
That  man  can  feel ;  tho’  found  that  worft  in  me. 
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Per.  What  would#  ? 

Dew.  Unclinch  thy  talons  from  thy  prey  ; 

Let  the  dove  tty  to  this  her  nett  again.  [Striking  bis  Ircaft, 
For,  Oh  !  the  maid’s  unalienably  mine, 

Tho’  now  thro*  rage  run  mad,  and  turn’d  to  thee. 

How  often  have  I  languitti’d  at  her  feet  ? 

Balk’d  in  her  eye,  and  revell’d  in  her  fmile  ? 

How  often,  as  Ihe  litten’d  to  my  vows. 

Trembling  and  pale  with  agonits  of  joy, 

Havel  left  earth,  and  mounted  to  the  ttars  ? 

Per.  There  Dymas’  daughter  fhone  above  the  re#, 
Illuttrious  in  thy  fight. 

Dew.  Thy  taunt,  howfalfe!— 

I  no  lefs  prefs  your  int’reft  than  my  own. 

Think  you  ’tis  pofiible  her  heart  fo  long 
Inclin’d  to  me,  the  price  of  all  my  vows, 

Purchas’d  by  tears  and  groans,  and  paid  me  down 
In  tenderett  returns  of  love  divine, 

Can  in  one  day  be  yours  ? — Impoffible  ! 

Per.  If  I’m  deceiv’d,  I’m  pleas’d  with  the  deceit. 

How  my  heart  dances  in  the  golden  dream  ! 

In  pity  do  not  wake  me  ’till  to-morrow. 

4  Dew.  Then  thou’lt  awake dittradled.  Truft  me,  bro- 
4  She  gives  her  hand  alone.  [ther, 

4  Per.  Nor  need  I  more  ; 

4  That  hand’s  enough  that  brings  a  feeptre  in  it. 

1  I  fcorn  the  prince  who  weds  with  meaner  views. 

4  Her  duty’s  mine,  and  I  conceive  fmall  pain 
4  From  yOur  fweet  error,  that  her  love  is  yours. 

4  I’m  pleas’d  fuch  cordial  thoughts  of  your  own  merit 
4  Support  you  in  dittrefs.’ 

Dew.  Inhuman  Per  feus  ! 

If  pity  dwells  within  the  heart  of  man, 

If  due  that  pity  to  the  latt  dittrefs, 

Pity  a  lover  exquifitely  pain’d, 

A  lover  exquifitely  pain’d  by  you. 

Oh  !  in  the  name  of  all  the  gods,  relent  l 
Give  me  my  princefs,  give  her  to  my  throes  ! 

Amidtt  a  thoufand  you  may  chufe  a  love  ; 

The  fpacious  earth  contains  but  one  for  me.-—* 

But  Oh  !  I  rave.  Art  thou  not  not  he,  the  man 
Who  drinks  my  groans  like  mufic  at  his  ear  ? 
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And  would  as  wine,  as  ne<5tar  drink  mv  blood  ? 

Are  all  my  hopes  of  mercy  lodg’d  in  thee  ? 

Oh,  rigid  gods  !  and  (hall  I  then  fall  down, 

Embrace  thy  feet,  and  bathe  them  with  my  tears  ? 

Yes,  I  will  drown  thee  with  my  tears,  my  blood, 

So  thou  afford  a  human  ear  to  pangs, 

A  brother’s  pangs,  a  brother’s  broken  heart. 

Per.  Pardon,  Demetrius;  but  the  Princefs calls, 

And  I  am  bound  to  go. 

Dem.  Oh,  flay  !  [Laying  hold  of  him. 

Per.  You  tremble. 

Dem.  The  Princefs  calls,  and  you  are  bound  to  go  ! 
Per.  E’en  fo. 

Dem.  What  princefs  ? 

Per.  Mine. 

Dem.  ’Tis  falfe. 

Per.  Unhand  me. 

Dem.  What,  fee,  talk,  touch,  nay  tade  her  like  a  bee, 
Draw  honey  from  her  wounded  lip,  while  I 
Am  flung  to  death  ! 

Per.  The  triumph  once  was  yours. 

Dem.  Rip  up  my  bread,  or  you  fhall  never  dir. 

My  heart  may  vifit  her  !  Oh,  take  it  with  you  1 
Have  I  not  feen  her,  where  fhe  has  not  been  ? 

Have  I  notclafp’d  her  diadow  ?  Trod  her  deps  ; 
Tranfported  trod  !  as  if  they  led  to  Heaven  ? 

Each  morn  my  life  I  lighted  at  her  eye, 

And  every  evening,  at  its  clofe  expir’d. — 

[Burjls  into  t carts. 

Per.  Fie  !  thou’rt  a  Roman  ;  can  a  Roman  weep  ? 
Sure  Alexander’s  helmet  can  fudain 
Far  heavier  drokes  than  thefe.  For  fhame,  Demetrius ; 
E’en  fnatch  up  the  next  Sabin  in  the  way, 

’Twill  do  as  well.  [Going. 

Dem.  By  Heaven,  you  fhall  not  dir. 

Long  as  I  live,  I  dand  a  world  between  you, 

And  keep  you  didant  as  the  poles  aiunder. 

Who  takes  my  love,  in  mercy  takes  my  life  ; 

Thy  bloody  pafs  cleave  thro’  thy  brother’s  bread. 

I  beg,  I  challenge,  I  provoke  my  death. 

[His  band  upon  his  fivord. 

Enter 
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Knter  King  and  Dymas. 

Per .  You  will  not  murder  me  ? 

Dew.  Yes,  you  and  all. 

King,  How  like  a  tyger  foaming  o’er  his  prey  ! 

Per,  Now,  Sir,  believe  your  eye,  believe  your  ear, 
And  ftill  believe  me  perjur’d  as  this  morning. 

King.  Heav’n’s  wrath’s  exhauiled,  there’s  no  more  to 
My  darling fon  found  criminal  in  all.  [fear. 

Pern.  That  villain  there  to  blaft  me  !  Yes,  I’ll  fpeak  j 
For  what  have  I  to  fear,  who  feel  the  worft  ? 

’Tis  time  the  truth  were  known.  That  villain,  Sir, 

Has  cleft  my  heart,  and  laughs  to  fee  it  bleed  : 

But  his  confelTion  (hall  redeem  my  fame, 

And  re*enthrone  me  in  my  Princefs’  frnile  ; 

Or  I’ll  return  that  falfe  embrace  he  gave  me, 

And  llab  him  in  your  fight* 

King.  Hold,  infolent ! 

Where’s  your  refpedf  to  me  ? 

*  Pen:.  Oh,  royal  Sir! 

*  That  has  undone  me.  Thro’  refpedf  I  gave 

*  A  feign’d  content,  which  this  black  artifice 
4  Has  turn’d  to  my  deftruftion.  I  refus’d 

4  That  Have’s,  that  curfed  Have,  that  ftatefman’s  daugh- 
4  And  he  pretends  file  was  refus’d  to  me.  [ter, 

4  Hence,  hence,  this  defolation.  Nought  I  fear, 

4  Tho’  nature  groans  her  lafi.  And  fhall  he  then 
4  Efcape  and  triumph  r* 

King.  Guards  there  !  Seize  the  Prince ! 

The  man  you  menace  you  fhall  learn  to  fear. 

Pym.  Hold,  Sir  !  not  this  for  me  !  It  is  your  fon. 
What  is  my  life,  tho*  pour’d  upon  your  feet  ? 

King.  Is  this  a  fon  ? 

Peru.  No,  Sir;  my  crime’s  too  great, 

Which  dares  to  vindicate  a  father’s  honour, 

To  catch  the  glories  of  a  falling  crown. 

And  fave  it  from  pollution.  But  I’ve  done. 

I  die,  unlefs  my  Princefs  is  reftor’d  ;  [Pointing  to  Dym, 
And  if  I  die,  by  heav’n,  and  earth,  and  hell ! 

His  fordid  blood  fhall  mingle  with  the  dull, 

And  fee  if  thence  ’twill  mount  into  the  throne. 

Oh,  Sir!  think  of  it!  I’ll  expert  my  fate.  [E*/7* 

King.  And  thou  (halt  have  it. 

JOym. 
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Dym .  How,  my  Lord,  in  tears  ! 

King.  As  if  the  gods  came  down  in  evidence  ! 

How  many  fudden  rays  of  proof  concur 
To  my  conviction  ?  Was  e’er  equal  boldnefs  ? 

But  ’tis  no  wonder  from  a  brother  king  ; 

[  Produces  the  forg'd  letter • 
This  king  of  Thrace — To-morrow  he’ll  be  king 

Of  Macedon - He  therefore  dies  to-night. 

Per.  And  yet  I  doubt  it,  for  I  know  his  fondnefs. 
Thou  praCfil'e  well  the  leffon  I  have  taught  thee, 

While  I  put  on  a  folemn  face  of  woe, 

AftliCled  for  a  brother’s  early  fall - [Afi^e  t0  Dym. 

Heaven  knows  with  what  regret — But,  Sir,  vourfafety — 
[Prefenting  the  mandate  for  Demetrius’./  death • 
King .  What  giv’ll  thou  here  ? 

Dym.  Your  paflport  to  renown. 

You  ftgn  your  apotheofis  in  that. 

What  feales  the  fkies,  but  zeal  for  public  good  ? 

Per.  How  god-like  mercy  ! 

Dym.  Mercy  to  mankind, 

By  treafon  aw’d. 

King.  Mud  then  thy  brother  bleed  ?  [To  Per. 

[Dym .feeming  at  a  lops.  Per.  vebifpcrs  him , 
and  gives  a  letter. 

Dym.  No,  Sir,  the  king  of  Thrace.  [Looks  on  the  letter* 

King.  Why  that  is  true - 

Yet  who,  if  not  a  father,  fhould  forgive  ? 

Dym.  Who,  Sir,  if  not  a  Philip,  fhould  be  juft  ? 

King.  Is’t  not  my  fon  ?  [To  Dym. 

Dym.  If  not,  far  lefs  his  guilt. 

King.  Is’t  not  my  t’other  Perfeus  ?  [To  Per. 

Per.  Sir,  I  thank  you  : 

That  feeks  your  crown  and  life. 

King.  And  life  ? 

Dym.  No,  Sir  ; 

He’ll  only  take  your  crown,  you  ftill  may  live. 

King.  Heav’n  blaftthee  for  that  thought. 

Per.  Why  fhakes  my  father  ? 

King.  It  ftabs,  it  gnaws,  it  harrows  up  my  foul. 

Is  he  not  young  ?  Was  he  not  much  indulg’d  ? 

Gall’d  by  his  brother?  Doubted  by  his  father  ? 

Tempted  by  Rome  ?  A  nation  to  a  boy  ? 

Dym „ 
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3b  w.  Oli,  a  mere  infant! - that  depofes kings. 

King,  No  ;  once  he  lav’d  my  crown. 

Dym,  And  now  would  wear  it. 

King .  How  my  head  fwims  ! 

Per .  Nor  il range  ;  the  talk  is  hard. 

Dym,  Yet  fcarce  for  him.  Brutus  was  but  a  Roman  ; 
[Speaking  as  if  he  would  not  have  the  King  hear. 
Yet  like  a  Philip  dar’d,  and  is  immortal. 

King,  I  hear  thee,  Dymas ;  give  me  then  the  mandate. 

[Going  to  fgn,  he  fops  Jhort, 
Dym.  No  wonder  if  his  mother  thus  had  paus’d. 

Per,  Rank  cankers  on  thy  tongue!  Why  mention 
her  ?  [j ifide. 

King,  Oh,  gods !  I  fee  her  now :  what  am  I  doing  ? 

[Throws  away  the fiyle, 

I  fee  her  dying  eye  let  fall  a  tear 
In  favour  of  Demetrius.  Shall  I  flab 
Her  lovely  image  flampt  on  ev’ry  feature  ? 

Dym,  His  foul  efcap’d  it,  Sir. 

King,  Thou  ly’fl ;  be  gone. 

[Per.  and  Dym.  in  great  confufion ,  Per.  whifpers  Dym. 
Dy  mi.  True,  that  or  nought  will  touch  him. 

[  AJide  to  Per. 

If,  Sir,  your  mercy -  [7a  the  King. 

Per,  6  fpeak  on  of  mercy  ! 

Mercy,  the  darling  attribute  of  Heav’n. 

Dym.  If  you  fhould  fpare  him - 

King.  What  if  I  fhould  fpare  him  ? 

Dym.  I  dare  not  fay - Your  wrath  again  might  rife. 

King,  Yes,  if  thou’rt  filent--What  if  I  fliould  fpare  him? 
Dym.  Why  if  you  fliould,  proud  Rome  would  thank 
you  for  it. 

King.  Rome  !---Her  applaufe  more  fliocks  me  than  his 
Oh,  thou.  Death’s  orator  !  Dread  advocate  [death. 

For  bowellefs  feverity  !  alTift 

My  trembling  hand,  as  thou  hall  Heel’d  my  heart; 

And  if  it  is  guilt  in  me,  fhare  the  guilt. 

He’s  dead.  [Signs.']  And  if  I  blot  it  with  one  tear, 
Perfeus,  tho’  lels  affedled,  will  forgive  me. 

Per.  Forgive  !  Sir,  I  applaud,  and  wifli  my  forrow 
Was  mild  enough  to  weep. 

[The  King  going  out  meets  Demetrius  in  mourning% 
introduced  by  Antigonus.  [King 
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[Kin gjlarts  back ,  and  drops  oil  Dym. 
Recovering  /peaks. 

King.  This,  Fate,  is  thy  tenth  wave,  and  quite  over¬ 
whelms  me. 

It  lefs  had  (hock’d  me,  had  I  met  his  ghoH. 

This  is  a  plot  to  fentence  me  to  death. 

What  hall  ‘thou  done,  my  mortal  foe  !  thrown  bars 

[To  Ant, 

Athwart  my  glory  r  But  thy  fcheme  fliall  fail. 

As  rufhing  torrents  fweep  th’  obflrudiing  mound, 

So  Philip  meets  this  mountain  in  his  way, 

Yet  keeps  his  purpofe  Hill. 

[Perfeus  and  Pericles  vchifpcr  a/Jc. 
Peri .  I  can’t  but  fear  it. 

Per.  I  grant  the  danger  great,  yet  don’t  defpair. 

Jove  is  againfi  thee,  Perfeus  on  thy  fide. 

Ant.  The  Prince,  dread  Sir,  low  on  h:s  bended  knee--' 
King.  This  way,  Antigonus.  Doll  mark  his  bloom  ? 
Grace  in  his  afpecl,  grandeur  in  his  mein  ? 

Ant .  I  do. 


King.  ’Tis  falfe,  take  a  King’s  word.  He’s  dead. 
That  darling  of  my  foul  would  Hah  me  deeping. 

How  dar’fl  thou  Hart  ?  Art  thou  the  traitor’s  father  r 
If  thou  art  pale,  what  is  enough  for  me  ? 

How  his  grave  yawns !  Oh,  that  it  was  my  own  ! 

Ant,  Mourn  not  the  guilty. 

King.  No,  he’s  innocent  ; 

Death  pays  his  debt  to  juflice,  and  that  done, 

I  grant  him  Hill  my  fon,  as  fuch  I  love  him  ; 

Yes,  and  will  clafp  him  to  my  breaH,  while  yet 
His  clay  is  warm,  nor  moulders  at  my  touch. 

Per.  A  curfe  on  that  embrace.  [dfuk, 

Dy?n.  Nay,  worfe,  he  weeps. 

King.  Poor  boy,  be  not  deceiv’d  by  my  companion  ; 
My  tears  are  cruel,  and  I  groan  thy  death. 

Dem,  And  am  I  then  to  die  ?  Il  death’s  decreed, 

Stab  me  yourfelf,  not  give  me  to  the  knit e 
Of  midnight  ruHians,  that  have  forg’d  my  ci  imes. 

For  you  I  beg,  for  you  I  pour  my  tea»  s  ; 

You  are  deceiv’d,  difhonour’d,  I  am  only  fiain. 

Oh,  father! - 

Kin?,  *  Father !  there’s  no  father  here,’ 

For- 
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Forbear  to  wound  me  with  that  tender  name  : 

Nor  raife  all  nature  up  in  arms  againd  me. 

Dem .  My  father  !  guardian  !  friend  !  4  nay,  deity  I 
4  What  lefs  than  gods  give  being,  life  and  death  1* 

My  dying  mother — 

4  King.  Hold  thy  peace,  I  charge  thee.’ 

Dem.  Preffing  your  hand,  and  bathing  it  with  tears, 
Bequeath’d  your  tendernefs  for  her,  to  me  ; 

And  low  on  earth  my  legacy  1  claim, 

Clafping  your  knees,  tho’  banifh’d  from  your  bread. 

4  King.  My  knees  ! — Would  that  were  all,  he  grafps 
my  heart. 

*  Perfeus,  canft  thou  Hand  by  and  fee  me  ruin’d? 

[ Reaching  his  hand  to  Perfeus. 

*  Per.  Loofe,  loofe  thy  hold.  It  is  my  father  too. 

‘  King.  Yes,  Macedon,and  thine,  and  I’ll  preferve  thee. 

4  Dem.  Who  once  before  preferv’d  it  from  the  Thra- 
4  And  who  at  Thracimene  turn’d  the  lifted  bolt  [cian  ? 

4  From  Philip’s  hoary  brow  r* 

King .  I’ll  hear  no  more. 

O  Perfeus !  Dymas  !  Pericles !  affid  me, 

Unbind  me,  difenchant  me,  break  this  charm 
Of  nature,  that  accomplice  with  my  foes ; 

Rend  me,  O  rend  me,  from  the  friend  of  Rome. 

4  Per.  Nay,  then,  howe’er  reludlant,  aid  I  mud. 

4  The  friend  of  Rome  ! — That  fevers  you  for  ever, 

4  Tho’  mod  incorporate  and  drongly  knit, 

4  As  lightning  rends  the  knotted  oak  afunder. 

4  Dc?n.  In  fpite  of  lightning  I  renew  the  tie  ; 

4  And  dubborn  is  the  grafp  of  dying  men. 

4  Who’s  he  thatfhall  divide  me  from  myielf  ? 

[Demetrius  is  forced  from  the  Kings  knees ,  on  which  % 
Jl acting  up ,  he  flings  his  arms  round  his  father. 

*  Still  of  a  piece  with  him  from  whom  I  grew, 

4  I’ll  bleed  on  my  afylum,  dart  my  foul 

4  In  this  embrace,  and  thus  my  trealon  crown.’ 

King.  Who  love  yourfelves,  or  Macedon,  or  me. 

From  the  curs’d  eagle’s  talons  wrench  my  crown  ; 

And  this  barb’d  arrow  from  my  bread. - ’Tis  done ; 

[  Forced  afunder , 

And  the  blood  gudies  afterit.  I  faint, 

Dym .  Support  the  King. 

£  Per. 
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1  Per.  While  treafon  licks  the  dull.* 

[ Pointing  to  Demetrius  fallen  in  the  Jiruggle.. 
Dym.  A  field  well  bought. 

Per.  And  julKce  has  prevail’d. 

King.  ‘  O,  that  the  traitor  could  conceal  the  Ton  P 
Farewel,  once  belt  belov’d  !  ftill  moll:  deplor’d  ! 

He.,  he  who  dooms  thee,  bleeds  upon  thy  tomb.  [Exit* 
Dem.  Proilrate  on  thee,  my  mother  Earth,  be  thou 
Kinder  than  brother,  or  than  father  ;  open 
And  fave  me  in  thy  bofom  from  my — friends. 

*•  Friends,  fvvorn  to  wafli  their  hands  in  guiltlefs  tears, 

4  And  quench  infernal  thirfl  in  kindred  blood. 

4  As  if  relation  fever’d  human  hearts  ; 

4  Or  that  defirudtion  was  the  child  of  love. 

4  Per.  Farewel,  young  traitor  ;  if  they  afk  below, 
e  Who  fent  thee  beardlels  down,  fay,  lionefi  Perfeus  ; 

‘  Whom  reafon  fways,  not  inflindt ;  who  can  ftrike 
‘  At  horrid  parricide,  and  flagrant  treafon, 

‘  Tho’  thro’  a  bofom  dearer  than  his  own. 
c  Think’fl:  thou,  my  tender  heart  can  hate  a  brother  ? 

‘  The  gods  and  Perfeus  war  with  nought  but  guilt, 

‘  But  I  mufi  go.  What,  Sir,  your  lafi  commands 
4  To  your  Erixene  ?  She  chides  my  Hay.  [Exit. 

Dem.  4  Without  that  token  of  a  brother’s  love 
‘  He  could  not  part ;  my  death  was  not  enough, 

‘  I  came  for  mercy,  and  I  find  it  here. 

‘  And  death  is  mercy,  fince  my  love  is  loft.* 

Alas  !  my  father  too;  my  heartaches  for  him. 

And  Perfeus — fain  wou’d  I  forgive  e’en  thee  : 

But  Philip’s  fufferings  cry  too  loud  againlt  it. 

Blind  author,  and  fure  mourner  of  my  death  ! 

Father  moll  dear  !  What  pangs  hall  thou  to  come  ? 

Like  that  poor  wretch  is  thy  unhappy  doom, 

Who  while  in  bleep  his  fever’d  fancy  glows, 

Draws  his  keen  lword,  and  Iheaths  it  in  his  foes : 

But  waking  Harts  upright,  in  wild  furprize, 

To  feel  warm  blood  glide  round  him  as  he  lies  ; 

To  fee  his  reeking  hands  in  crimfon  dy’d, 

And  a  palecorfe  extended  by  his  fide. 

He  views  with  horror  what  mad  dreams  have  done, 

And  links  heart-broken  on  a  murder’d  fon. 

End  of  the  Fouriii  Act, 
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ACT 


V. 


King,  Pofihumius,  tsfc.  meeting. 

,  PoSTHUMIUS. 

WE,  in  behalf  of  our  allies,  OKing! 

Call’d  on  thee,  yeflerday,  to  clear  thy  glory. 

No  wonder  now  that  Philip  is  unjuft 
To  Grangers,  who  has  murder’d  his  own  foil. 

King.  ’Tis  fa  lie. 

Poji.  No  thanks  to  Philip  that  he  fled- 
King.  A  traitor  is  no  foil. 

Poji.  Heav’n’s  vengeance  on  me, 

If  he  refus’d  not  yefterday  thy  crown, 

Tho’  life  and  love  both  brib’d  him  to  comply  - 

King.  See  there.  [Gives  the  letter . 

Poji.  ’Tis  not  the  conful’s  hand  or  feal. 

King.  You’re  his  accomplices. 

Poji.  We’re  his  avengers- 
I  is  war. 

King.  Eternal  war. 

Poji.  Next  time  we  meet  - - 

King.  Is  in  the  capitol.  Hafle,  fly  my  kingdom, 
Poji.  No  longer  thine. 

King .  Yes,  and  proud  Rome  a  province. 

[Exeunt  Pofthumius,  v5c* 
The  brave,  they  make,  they  tyrannize  o’er  kings. 

The  name  of  king  the  proflrate  world  ador’d, 

Ere  Romulus  had  call’d  his  thieves  together. — 

But  let  me  paufe — Not  Quintius’  hand  or  feal  !  — 

Doubt  and  impatience,  like  thick  fmoak  and  fire, 

Cloud  and  torment  my  reafon. 

Ant.  Sir,  recall, 

And  re-examine  thofe  you  fent  to  Rome. 

You  took  their  evidence  in  hafte  and  anger. 

Torture,  if  they  refufe,  will  tell  the  truth.- 

King .  Go  flop  the  nuptials  till  you  hear  from  me. 

»  [ Exeunt  King  and  Ant. 

Erixene  and  Delia  meeting. 

Pel.  Madam,  the  Prince  who  fled  from  threaten’d 
death, 
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Attempting  his  efcape  to  foreign  realms, 

Was  lately  taken  at  the  city  gates, 

So  ftrongly  guarded  by  his  father’s  pow’rs  ; 

‘  And  now  confin’d  experts  his  final  doom. 

Erix.  Imprifon’d  and  to  die  !  —  And  let  him  die. 

Bid  Dymas’  daughter  weep.  I  hall  lorgot 
JH  is  perjur’d  infolence  ;  I’ll  go  and  glut 
My  vengeance.  Oh,  how  jult  a  traitor’s  death  ! 

And  blacker  ftill,  a  traitor  to  my  love. 

[Exeunt  Erixene  and  Delia. 

Scene  draws  ^  and  /hews  Demetrius  in  prifon . 

Dem.  Thou  fubterranean  fepulchre  of  peace  ! 

Thou  home  of  horror  !  hideous  neft  of  crimes  ! 

Guilt’s  fir  ft  fad  ftage  in  her  dark  road  to  hell ! 

Ye  thick-barr’d  funlefs  palfages  for  air, 

To  keep  alive  the  wretch  that  longs  to  die  ! 

Ye  low  brow’d  arches,  thro’  whole  fallen  gloom, 

Refound  the  ceafelefs  groans  of  pale  defpair  ! 

Ye  dreadful  ftiambles,  cak’d  with  human  blood  ! 

Receive  a  gueft,  from  far,  far  other  feenes, 

From  pompous  courts,  from  (homing  victories, 

Carpufing  feftivals,  harmonious  bow’rs, 

And  the  loft  chains  of  heart-diflolving  love, 

Oh,  how  unlike  to  thefe  !  Heart-breaking  load 
Of  fhame  eternal,  ne’er  to  be  knock’d  oft'! 

Oh,  welcome  death  !  No,  never  but  by  thee——— 

Nor  has  a  foe  done  this. —  A  friend  !  a  father  !  — 

Oh,  that  I  could  have  dy’d  without  their  guilt  !  — 

Enter  Erixene,  Demetrius  gazing  at  her. 

So  look’d  in  chaos  the  firft  beam  of  light. 

How  drives  the  ftrong  enchantment  of  her  eye 
All  horror  hence  ! — How  die  the  thoughts  of  death  ! 

Erix.  I  knew  not  my  own  heart.  I  cannot  bear  it. 
Shame  chides  me  back  :  for  to  infult  his  woes 
Is  too  fevere  ;  and  to  condole,  too  kind.  [Going, 

Dem.  Thus  I  arreft  you  in  the  name  of  mercy, 

And  dare  compel  your  ftay.  Is  then  one  look, 

One  word,  one  moment,  a  laft  moment  too; 

When  I  Hand  tottering  on  the  brink  of  death, 

A  cruel  ignominious  death,  too  much 
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For  one  that  loves  like  me  ?  A  length  of  years 
You  may  devote  to  my  bleil  rival’s  arms ; 

I  alk  but  one  fhort  moment.  O  permit,  A 
Permit  the  dying  to  lay  claim  to  thee, 

To  thee,  thou  dear  equivalent  for  lile. 

Cruel,  relentlefs,  marble-hearted  maid! 

Erix.  Demetrius,  you  perfiil  to  do  me  wrong  ; 

For  know,  tho’  I  behold  thee  as  thou  art, 

Doubly  a  traitor  to  the  Hate  and  me, 

Thy  borrow,  thy  dillrefs  have  touch’d  my  bofom  : 

I  own  it  is  a  fault,  I  pity  thee. 

Enter  Officer.  [you; 

Offi.  My  Lord,  your  time  is  fhort,  and  death  waits  for 
Erix.  Death  !— I  forgive  thee  from  my  in  moil:  foul. 
Dim.  Forgive  me  ?  Oh  !  thou  need’ll  not  to  forgive, 
If  impofition  had  not  flr.uck  thee  blind. 

Truth  lies  in  ambuih  yet,  but  will  Hart  up, 

And  ieize  thy  trembling  foul,  when  mine  is  fled,. 

O,  I’ve  a  tnoul'and,  thoufand  things  to  fay. 

Erix .  And  I  am  come  a  fecret  to  difclofe, 

That  might  awake  thee  wert  thou  dead  alreadv. 

Offi.  My  Lord,  your  final  moment  is  expir’d. 

Deni-,  and  Erix.  One,  one  fhort  moment  more.- 
Dem.  No  ;  death  lets  fall 
The  curtain,  and  divides-our  love  for  ever. 

[Dem.  is  forced  out » 

Erix.  Oh,-  I’ve  a  darker  dungeon  in  my  foul, 

Nor  want  an  executioner  to  kill  me. 

What  revolutions  in  the  human  heart 
‘  Will  pity  caufe  !  What  horrid  deeds  revenge  !  [Exit* 

Scene  Jhuts. 

Enter  Antigonus  with  Attendants. 

Anti  Haw  distant  virtue  dwells  from  mortal  man  ! 
Was’t  net  that  each  man  calls  for  other’s  virtue, 

Her  very  name  on  earth  would  be  forgot, 

And  leave  the  tongue,  as  it  has  left  the  heart. 

Was  ever  fuch  a  labour’d  plan  of  guilt  ? 

Take  the  King’s  mandate,  to  the  prifon  fly, 

Throw  wide  the  gates,  and  let  Demetrius  know> 

The  full  detail. 

Enter  Erixene. 

The  Princefs  !  ha  !  be  gone.  [To  the  Attendant, 
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While  I  ftir  up  an  equal  tranfport  here. 

Princefs,  I  lee  your  griefs,  and  judge  the  caufe  : 

But  I  bring  news  might  raifeyou  from  the  grave  ; 

Or  call  you  down  Irom  Heaven  to  hear  with  joy. 

Juft  gods !  the  virtuous  will  at  lafl  prevail. 

On  motives  here  too  tedious  to  relate, 

I  begg’dthe  King  to  re-examine  thofe 
Who  came  from  Rome.  The  King  approv’d  my  counfel. 
Surpriz’d,  and  confcious,  in  their  charge  they  faulter’d, 
And  threaten’d  tortures  foon  difcover’d  all : 

That  Per  feus  brib’d  them  to  their  perjuries  ; 

That  Quintius’  letter  was  a  forgery  ; 

That  prince  Demetrius’ intercourfe  with  Rome 
Was  innocent  of  trealon  to  the  date. 

Erix.  Oh,  my  fwoln  heart !  What  will  the  gods  do 
with  me  ? 

Ant.  And  to  confirm  this  mod  furprizing  news, 

Dymas,  who,  driving  to  fupprefs  the  tumult, 

The  rumour  of  Demetrius’  flight  had  rais’d, 

Was  wrounded  fore,  with  his  lad  breath  confefs’d. 

The  Prince  refus’d  his  daughter,  which  affront 
Inflam’d  the  datefman  to  his  Prince’s  ruin. 

j Erix.  Did  he  refufe  her  ?  [Swoons* 

Ant.  Quite  o’ercome  with  joy  ! 

Tranfported  out  of  life  ! — The  Gods  redore  her  ! 

■  Erix .  Ah  !  why  recall  me  ?  This  is  a  new  kind 
Of  murder  ;  mod  fevere  !  that  dooms  to  life. 

Ant.  Fair  Princefs,  you  confound  me. 

Erix.  Am  I  fair  ? 

Am  I  a  princefs  ?  Love  and  empire  mine  ? 

Gay,  gorgeous  vifions  dancing  in  my  fight  1  . . 

No,  here  I  dand  a  naked  fhipwreck’d  wretch, 

Cold,  trembling,  pale,  fpent,  helplefs,  hopelefs,  mad. 
Cad  onafhore  as  cruel  as  the  waves. 

O’er  hung  with  rugged  rocks,  too  deep  to  climb  : 

The  mountain  billows  loud,  come  foaming  in 
Tremendous  ;  and  confound,  ere  they  devour. 

‘  Ant.  Madam,  the  King  abfolves  you  from  your  vow, 
4  Erix.  For  me,  it  matters  not ;  but  Oh  !  the  Prince— 
*  When  he  had  diot  the  gulph  of  his  defpair  ; 

4  Emerging  into  nil  the  light  of  Heav’n  ; 

4  His  heart  high  beating,  with  well-grounded  hope  ; 

4  Then 
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*  Then  to  make  Hiip wreck  of  his  happinefs, 

‘  Like  a  poor  wretch  that  has  el'cap’d  the  ftorm, 

‘  And  fvvam  to  what  he  deems  an  happy  ifle, 

4  When  lo  !  the  favage  natives  drink  his  blood. 

4  Ah  !  why  is  vengeance  fweet  to  woman’s  pride, 

4  As  rapture  to  her  love  ?  It  has  undone  me.’ 

Ikl.  Madam,  he  comes. 

Erix.  Leave  us,  Antigonus. 

Ant.  What  dreadful  fecret  this  ? - But  I’ll  obey, 

Invoke  the  gods,  and  leave  the  reft  to  fate.  [Exit, 

Erix.  How  terribly  triumphant  comes  the  wretch  1 
He  comes,  like  flowers  ambrofial,  early  born, 

To  meet  the  blaft,  and  perifli  in  the  ftorm. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Dent,  After  an  age  of  abfence  in  one  hour. 

Have  I  then  found  thee,  thou  celeftial  maid  ! 

Like  a  fair  Venus  in  a  ftorm y  fea  ; 

Or  a  bright  goddefs,  thro’  the  fhades  of  night, 

Dropt  from  the  ftars,  to  thefe  bleft  arms  again  ? 

How  exquifite  is  pleafure  after  pain  ! 

Why  throbs  my  heart  lb  turbulently  ftrong, 

Pain’d  at  thy  prefence,  thro’  redundant  joy, 

Like  a  poor  mifer,  beggar’d  by  his  ftore  ? 

Erix.  Demetrius,  joy  and  for  row  dwell  too  near, 

Dem.  Talk  not  offorrow,  left  the  gods  relent. 

As  under-priz’d,  fo  loud  a  call  to  joy, 

I  live,  I  love,  am  lov’d,  I  have  her  here! 

Rapture  in  prefent,  and  in  profpedl,  more  ! 

No  rival,  no  deftroyer,  nodefpair; 

For  jealoufies,  for  partings,  groans,  and  death, 

A  train  of  joys,  the  gods  alone  can  name  ! 

When  Heav’n  defcends  in  bleffings  fo  profufe, 

So  fudden,  fo  furpafling  hope’s  extreme, 

Like  the  fun  burfting  from  the  midnight  gloom, 

’Tis  impious  to  be  niggards 'in  delight ; 

Joy  becomes  duty  ;  Heav’n  calls  for  fome  excefs, 

And  tranfport  flames  our  incenfe  to  the  Ikies. 

Erix.  Tranfport  how  dreadful! 

Dem.  Turns  Erixene  ? 

Can  fhe  not  bear  the  fun-fhine  of  our  fate  ? 

Meridian  happinefs  is  pour’d  around  us ; 

And  laughing  loves  defcend  in  fwarms  upon  us; 
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And  where  we  tread  is  an  eternal  fpring. 

By  Heav’n,  I  alinod  pity  guilty  Perleus 
Forfuch  a  lofs. 

Erix .  That  dabs  me  thro’  and  thro’  ! 

Dem.  What  dabs  thee  ? — Speak.  Have  I  then  loit  thy 
love  ? 

j Erix.  To  my  confufion  be  it  fpoke - ’Tis  thine. 

Dem.  To  thy  confufion  !  Is  it  then  a  crime  ? 

You  heard  how  dying  Dymas  clear’d  my  fame. 

Erix.  I  heard,  and  trembled;,  heard,  and  randidradledi 
Dem.  Adonifhment  ! 

Erix.  I’ve  nothing  elfe  to  give  thee. 

[He  retires  in  ajionijhment ,  Jhe  in  agony ,  and  both  art 
Jilent  for  fome  time. 

He  is  ftruck  dumb  ;  nor  can  I  fpeak ; — yet  mud  I. 

I  tremble  on  the  brink  ;  yet  mud  plunge  in. 

Know,  my  Demetrius,  joys  are  for  the  gods; 

Man’s  common  courfe  or  nature  is  didreis : 

His  joys  are  prodigies  ;  and  like  them  too, 

Portend  approaching  ill.  The  wife  man  darts, 

And  trembles  at  the  perils  of  a  blifs. 

To  hope,  how  bold  ?  How  daring  to  be  fond, 

When,  what  our  fondnefs  grafps,  is  not  immortal  ?— 

I  will  prefume  on  thy  known,  fieady  virtue, 

And  treat  thee  like  a  man  ;  I  will,  Demetrius  ; 

Nor  longer  in  my  bofom  hide  a  brand, 

That  burns  unleen,  and  drinks  my  vital  blood. 

Dem.  What  myfievy  ?  [ Here  a  fccond paufe  in  both. 

Erix.  The  blacked. 

Dem.  How  every  terror  doubles  in  the  dark  ! 

"Why  muffled  up  in  filence  Hands  my  fate  ? 

This  horrid  fpe&re  Let  me  fee  at  once,. 

And  drew  if  I’m  a  man. 

Erix.  It  calls  for  more. 

Dem.  It  calls  tor  me  then  ;  love  has  made  me  more. 
Erix.  Ohr  fortify  thy  foul  with  more  than  love  ; 

To  hear,  what  heard,  thou’lt  curie  the  tongue  that  tells 
Dem.  Curfe  whom  ?  Curie  thee  !  [thee. 

Erix.  Yes,  from  thy  in  mod  foul. 

Why  dod  thou,  lift  thine  eyes  and  hands  to  Heav’n  ? 

The  pow’rs  mod  confcious  of  this  deed,  refide 
I11  darknefs,  howl  below  in  raging  fires, 

Where 
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Where  pangs  like  mine  corrode  them.  Thence  arife 
Black  gods  of  execration  and  defpair  ! 

Thro’ dreadful  earthquakes  cleave  your  upward  way, 
While  nature  fhakes,  and  vapours  blot  the  fun  ; 

Then  thro’  thofe  honors  in  loud  groans  proclaim, 

That  I  am - 

Dcm .  What  ? — I’ll  have  it,  tho’  it  blaft  me. 
j Erix.  Thus  then  in  thunder — I  am  Perfeus’  wife. 

[Demetrius /b/b  agaivji  the  Scene,  Jlfter  a paufey 
Dcm,  In  thunder  !  No  ;  that  had  not  11  ruck  fo  deep. 
What  temped  e’er  difeharg’d  lb  fierce  a  fire  ? 

Calm  and  deliberate  anguifh  feeds  upon  me. 

Each  thought  fent  out  lor  help  brings  in  new  woe. 
Where  lhall  I  turn  ?  Where  fly  ?  To  whom  but  thee  ? 

[  Kneeling* 

Tremendous  Jove  !  whom  mortals  will  not  know 
From  bleflings,  but  compel  to  be  fevere. 

I  leel  thy  vengeance,  and  adore  thy  power. 

I  fee  my  failings,  and  abfolve  thy  rage. 

But,  Oh  !  I  mud  perceive  the  load  that’s  on  me  \ 

I  can’t  but  tremble  underneath  the  droke. 

■  Aid  me  to  bear  ! — But  fince  it  can’t  be  borne, 

Oh,  let  thy  mercy  burd  in  flames  upon  me  ! 

Thy  triple  bolt  is  healing  balm  to  this. 

This  pain  unfelt,  unfancy’d  by  the  wretch, 

The  groaning  wretch,  that  on  the  wheel  expires, 
j Erix.  Why  did  I  tell  thee  ? 

Dcm.  Why  commit  a  deed 
Too  fhocking  to  be  told  ?  Wrhat  fumes  of  hell 
Flew  to  thy  brain  ?  What  fiend  the  crime  inlpir’d  ? 

Erix .  Perfeus,  lad  night,  as  foon  as  thou  wadded, 

At  that  dead  hour,  when  good  men  are  at  red, 

When  every  crime  and  horror  is  abroad, 

Graves  yawn,  fiends  yell,  wolves  howl,  and  ravens  feream; 
Than  ravens,  wrolves,  or  fiends  more  fatal  far  ; 

To  me  he  came,  and  threw  him  at  my  feet, 

And  wept,  and  fwore,  unlefs  I  gave  confent 
To  call  a  pried  that  moment,  all  was  ruin’d. 

That  the  next  day  Demetrius  and  his  powers 
Might  conquer,  he  lofe  me,  and  I  my  crown, 

Confer’d  by  Philip  but  on  Perfeus*  wife. 

I  darted,  trembled,  fainted ;  he  invades 
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My  half-recover’d  ftrength,  brib’d  priefls  confpire,. 

All  urg’d  my  vow,  all  leiz’d  my  ravifh’d  hand, 

Invoke  the  gods,  run  o’er  the  hafty  rite  ; 

While  each  ill  omen  of  the  fky  flew  o’er  us, 

And  furies  howl’d  our  nuptial  fong  below. — — 

Can’ll  thou  forgive  ? 

Deni.  By  all  the  flames  of  love, 

And  torments  of  defpair,  I  nevei  can. 

The  furies  tofs  their  torches  from  thy  hand, 

And  all  their  adders  hifs  around  thy  head. 

Til  fee  thy  face  no  more. 

Erix.  Thy  rage  is  juft. 

Yet  ftay  and  hear  me.  [She  kneels  and  bolus  him . 

Dem.  I  have  heard  too  much.  [me  ! 

Erix.  ’Till  thou  hah  heard  the  whole,  O  do  notcurfe 
Dem.  Where  can  I  find  a  curie  to  reach  thy  crime  ? 

E  rix,  Mercy  !  [bl  eeping, 

Dem.  [AJided]  Her  tears,  like  drops  of  molten  lead, 
With  torment  burn  their  palfage  to  my  heart. 

And  yet  fuch  violation  of  her  vows — — 

Erix.  Mercy  ! 

Dem.  Perfeus -  [Stamping* 

Erix.  Stamp  ’till  the  centre  fhakes, 

So  black  a  daemon  fhalt  thou  never  raife. 

Perfeus  !  Can’ft  thou  abhor  him  more  than  I  ? 

Hell  has  its  furies,  Perfeus  has  his  love, 

And,  Oh  !  Demetrius  his  eternal  hate. 

Dem.  Eternal!  Yes,  eternal  and  eternal  ; 

As  deep,  and  everlafting  as  my  pain, 

Erix,  Some  god  defeend  and  l'ooth  his  foul  to  peace  ! 
Dem.  Talk’ll:  thou  of  peace  !  vvhat  peace  haft  thou  be- 
A  brain  dillradled,  and  a  broken  heart.  [flow’d  ? 

Talk’ll  thou  of  peace  ?  Hark,  hark,  thy  hufband  calls, 

His  father’s  rebel !  Brother’s  murderer  ! 

Nature’s  abhorrence,  and  thy  lawful  lord  ! 

Fly,  my  kind  patronefs,  and  in  his  bofoin 
Confult  my  peace. 

Erix.  I  never  fhall  be  there. 

My  lord  !  my  life  ! 

Dem.  How  Pay ’ft  ?  Is  Perfeus  here  ? - 

Fly,  fly  !  away,  away;  ’tis  death!  ’tisinceft! 

.  [Starting  wide,  and  looking  round  him, , 
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Dar’lt  thou  to  touch  Demetrius  ?  Dar’it  thou  touch  him. 
Even  with  thine  eye  ? 

[  As  he  is  going,  Jhe  Jays  hold  of  his  role., 
Erix.  I  dare — and  more,  dare  leize, 

And  fix  him  here  :  no  doubt  to  thy  furprize - 

I’Vh  blemifh’d,  not  abandon’d  ;  honour  (till 
Is  facred  in  my  light.  Thou  call’ll  it  incefi  ; 

’Tis  innocence,  his  virtue  ;  it  there’s  virtue 
In  fixt,  inviolable  ftrength  of  love. 

For  know,  the  moment  the  dark  deed  was  done  ; 

The  moment  madnei's  made  me  Perleus’  wife, 

Lfieiz’d  this  friend,  and  lodg’d  him  in  my  bol'om. 

[h'hc-zving  a  dagger „ 

Firmly  refolv’d  I  never  would  be  more  : 

And  now  I  fling  me  at  thy  feet,  imploring 
Thy  Headier  hand  to  guide  him  to  my  heart. 

Who  wed  in  vengeance,  wed  not  but  to  die. 

4  Dem.  Has  Perleus  then  an  hymeneal  claim  ? 

4  And  no  divorce,  but  death  ? — and  death  from  me, 

4  Who  Ihculd  defend  thee  from  the  world  in  arms  ? 

4  O  thou  Hill  excellent  !  Hill  mod  belov’d  ! 

4  Erix.  Life  is  the  foe  that  parts  us  ;  death  a  friend, 

4  All  knots  diflolving,  joins  us;  and  forever. 

4  Why  l'o  diforder’d  ?  Wherefore  fiiakes  thy  frame  ? 

‘  Look  on  me ;  do  I  tremble  ?  Am  I  pale  ? 

4  When  I  let  loofe  a  figh,  I’ll  pardon  thine. 

4  Take  my  example,  and  be  bravely  wretched  : 

4  True  grandeur  riles  from  furmounted  ills  ; 

4  The  wretched  only  can  be  truly  great. 

4  If  not  in  kindnefs,  yet  in  vengeance  ilrike  ; 

4  ’  Pis  not  Erixene,  ’tis  Perleus’  wife. 

4  Thou’lt  not  refign  me  ? 

4  Dew.  Not  to  jove.’ 

Erix .  Then  ltrike. 

I) cm.  How  can  I  Ilrike  ?  [ Gazing  on  her  with  aflonifly- 

Stab  in  the  face  of  Heav’n  ?  rncciu 

Hour  can  I  (trike  ?  Yet  how  can  I  forbear  ? 

I  feel  a  thoufanu  deaths  debating  one. 

4  A  deity  (lands  guard  on  every  charm, 

4  And  ftrikes  at  me. 

4  Erix.  As  will  thy  brother  foon  ; 

4  He’s  now  in  arms,  and  may  be  here  this  hour. 

No- 
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4  Nothing  fo  cruel  as  too  foft  a  foul ; 

4  This  is  ftrange  tendernefs  that  breaks  my  heart, 

4  Strange  tendernefs  that  dooms  to  double  death  : 

4  To  Perfeus. 

4  Dem.  True — But  how  to  ffiun  that  horror  ? 

4  By  wounding  thee,  whom  favage  pards  would  fpare  ? 

4  My  heart’s  inhabitant  !  my  foul’s  ambition  ! 

4  By  wounding  thee,  and  bathing  in  thy  blood  ; 

4  That  blood  illuftrious,  thro’  a  radiant  race 
4  Of  kings  and  heroes,  rolling  down  from  gods ! 

4  Erix.  Heroes  and  kings,  and  gods  themfelves,  muft 
4  To  dire  neceffity.  .  [yield 

4  De?n.  Since  that  abfolves  me, 

4  Stand  firm  and  fair. 

4  Erix.  My  bofom  meets  the  point, 

4  Than  Perfeus  far  more  welcome  to  my  bread. 

4  Dem.  Neceffity,  tor  gods  themfelves  too  ftrong, 

4  Is  weaker  than  thy  charms.  [Drops  the  dagger* 

4  Erix.  Oh.  my  Demetrius  ! 

[Turns,  and  goes  to  the  farther  part  of  the  fage. 
4  Dem.  Oh,  my  Erixene  !  [ Both Jilent,  < weep ,  and  tremble. 
4  Erix.  Farewel  1  [Going. 

4  Dem.  Where  goeil?  [Pajfionatcly  feizing  her. 

4  Erix.  To  feek  a  friend. 

4  Dem.  He’s  here. 

4  Erix.  Yes,  Perfeus’ friend 
4  Earth,  open  and  receive  me. 

4  Dem.  Heav’n  ftrike  us  dead, 

4  And  fave  me  from  a  double  filicide, 

4  And  one  of  tenfold  death. - O  Jove  !  O  Jove  ! 

[Falling  on  his  knees. 
4  But  I’m  di  ft  rafted.  [Suddenly  farting  up. 

4  W  hat  can  Jove  ?  Why  pray  ? 

4  What  can  I  pray  for  ? 

4  Erix.  For  a  heart. 

4  Dem .  Yes,  one- 

4  That  cannot  feel.  Mine  bleeds  at  every  vein. 

4  W ho  never  lov’d,  ne’er  fuffer’d  ;  he  feels  nothing, 

4  Who  nothing  feels  but  for  him felf  alone  ; 

*  And  when  we  feel  for  others,  reafon  reels, 

4  O’erloaded,  from  her  path,  and  man  runs  mad. 

4  As  love  alone  can  exquifitely  blefs, 
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4  Love  only  feels  the  marvellous  cf  pain ; 

4  Opens  new  veins  of  torture  in  the  foul, 

*  And  wakes  the  nerve  where  agonies  are  born. 

4  E’en  Dymas,  Perfeus,  (hearts  of  adamant !) 

4  Might  weep  thefe  torments  of  their  mortal  foe.* 

Erix.  4  Shall  I  be  lefs  compaffionate  than  they  ?* 

[Takes  up  the  dagger. 

What  love  deny’d,  thine  agonies  have  done  ; 

[Stabs  Serf  elf. 

Demetrius’  figh  outdrings  the  dart  of  death. 

Enter  the  King,  &c. 

King.  Give  my  Demetrius  to  my  arms ;  I  call  him 
To  life  from  death,  to  tranfport  horn  defpair. 

De?n.  See  Perfeus’  wile  !  [Pointing  to  Erix.]  let  De¬ 
lia  tell  the  red. 

King.  My  grief-accudom’d  heart  can  guefs  too  well. 
Dem.  That  fight  turns  all  to  guilt,  but  tears  and  death. 
King.  Death  !  Who  (hail  quell  lalie  Perfeus,  now  in 
Who  pour  my  temped  on  the  capitol  ?  [arms  ? 

How  (hall  I  lweeten  life  to  thy  fad  fpirit  ? - 

I’ll  quit  my  throne  this  hour,  and  thou  (halt  reign. 

Dem.  You  recommend  that  death  you  would  dilluade  j 
Ennobled  thus  by  fame  and  empire  lod* 

As  well  as  life  ! — Small  facrifiee  to  love. 

[Going  to  flab  himfelf  the  King  runs  to  prevent  himr 
but  too  late. 

King.  Ah,  hold  !  nor  drike  thy  dagger  thro’  my  heart  ! 
Dem.  ’Tis  my  fird  difobedience,  and  my  lad.  [Falls. 
King.  There  Philip  fell  !  There  Macedon  expir’d  i 
I  fee  the  Roman  eagle  hovering  o’er  us. 

And  the  (halt  broke,  (hou Id  bring  her  to  the  ground. 

[  Pointing  to  Dem. 

Dew.  Hear,  good  Antigonus,  my  lad  requell. 

Tell  Perfeus,  it  he’ll  dieath  his  impious  fword 
Drawn  on  his  father,  I’ll  forgive  him  all 
Tho’  poor  Erixene  lies  bleeding  by. 

Her  blood  cries  vengeance. — But  my  father’s  peace - - 

[Dies. 

King.  As  much  his  goednefs  wounds  me,  as  his  death. 
4  What  then  are  both  ? — O,  Philip,  once  renown’d  ! 

4  Where  is  the  pride  of  Greece,  the  dread  of  Rome, 

4  7'he  theme  o(  Athens,  the  wide  world’s  example, 

i  1  And 
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‘  And  the  god  Alexander’s  rival  now  ? 

‘  E’en  at  the  foot  of  fortune’s  precipice, 

‘  Where  the  flave’s  ligh  wafts  pity  to  the  prince, 

‘  And  his  omnipotence  cries  out  for  more. 

‘  Ant.  As  the  fwoln  column  of  afcending  fmoke, 

‘  So  folid  fwells  thy  grandeur,  pigmy  man  ! 

‘  King.'  My  life’s  deep  tragedy  was  plann’d  with  art. 
From  fcene  to  lcene  advancing  in  diftrefs, 

Thro’  a  fad  feries,  to  this  dire  refult  ; 

As  if  the  Thracian  queen  conduced  all, 

And  wrote  the  moral  in  her  children’s  blood  ; 

(Which  feas  might  labour  to  wafli  out  in  vain.) 

Hear  it,  ye  nations  !  diftantages,  hear  ; 

And  learn  the  dread  decrees  of  Jove  to  fear  : 

H  is  dread  decrees  the  ftridfeil  balance  keep  ; 

The  father  groans,  who  made  a  mother  weep  ; 

But  if  no  terror  for  yourfelves  can  move, 

Tremble,  ye  parents,  for  the  child  ye  love  ; 

For  your  Demetrius  :  Mine  is  doom’d  to  bleed, 

A  guildel's  vidtim  for  his  father’s  deed.  [ Exeunt . 

End  of  the  Fifth  Act. 
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AN  HISTORICAL  EPILOGUE* 

/jN  Epilogue,  thro*  cuflom,  is  your  right , 

But  ne'er  perhaps  was  needful  till  this  night  ; 
To-night  the  virtuous  falls ,  the  guilty  flics. 

Guilt's  dreadful  clofe  our  narrow  fcene  denies • 

In  hiflory  s  authentic  record  read 

What  ample  vengeance  gluts  Demetrius'  Jhade  : 

Vengeance  fo  great ,  that  when  his  tale  is  told. 

With  pity  feme,  even  Per  feus  ?nay  heboid. 

PerJ'cus furviv'd,  indeed ,  and  fill'd  the  throne  ; 
But  ceafelefs  cares,  in  conquefl  made  him  groan. 

Nor  reign'd  he  long  ;  from  Rome  fiwift  thunder  flew. 
And  headlong  from  his  throne  the  tyrant  threw  : 
Thrown  headlong  down,  hy  Rome  in  triumph  led. 

For  this  night's  deed,  his  perjur'd  hofom  hied. 

His  brother's  ghofl  each  moment  jnadc  him  fart. 
And  all  his  father's  anguijh  rent  his  heart. 

When  roh'd  in  black  his  children  round  him  hung , 
And  their  rais'd  arms  in  early  forrow  wrung  ; 

The  younger  f mi  I'd ,  unconfcious  of  their  woe  ; 

At  which  thy  tears,  O  Rome  !  began  ter  flow. 

So  fad  the  fcene  :  what  then  mufl  Perfeus  feel. 

To  fee  Jove's  race  attend  the  v Odor's  wheel : 

To  fee  the  flavcs  of  his  warflfoc  encreafe , 

From  fuch  a  J'ource  ! — An  emperor's  embrace . 

He  fcken'd  foon  to  death,  and,  what  is  worfe. 

He  well  deferv'd,  and  felt  the  coward's  curfe  ; 
Unpity  d,  f corn'd,  infulted  his  l aft  hour. 

Far ,  far  from  home,  and  in  a  vaffal' s  power* 

His  pale  cheek  rcfcd  on  his  Jhameful  chain. 

No  friend  to  tnourn,  no  flat  ter  er  to  feign. 

No  fuit  retards,  no  comfort  fooths  his  doom , 

And  not  one  tear  bedews  a  monarch's  tomb. 

Nor  ends  it  thus  — dire  Vengeance  to  compleat , 

His  ancient  empire  falling,  Jhares  his  Jatc. 

His  throne  forgot  !  His  weeping  country  chain'd  / 
And  nations  afl — -  Where  Alexander  reign' d. 

As  pubic  woes  a  prince's  crimes  purfue. 

So,  public  blejjings  are  his  virtue's  due. 

Shout ,  Britons,  Jhout  !  Aufpicious  for  tune  blefs  ! 
And  cry,  Long  live— our  title  to  fuccefs  / 
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